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THE  HOPE  CHEST 


CHAPTER  ONE 

As  everybody  knows,  the  girls  employed  by  Ballan- 
tine  and  Hoyt  in  their  great  chain  of  candy  stores 
are  distinguished  for  their  good  looks.  This  was  a 
hobby  of  Roger  Ballantine,  founder  of  the  firm,  and  he 
was  said  to  ride  it  nearly  as  hard  as  the  hobby-riding 
king  who  collected  giant  soldiers.  Ccrtamly  the  local 
managers  were  careful  in  their  recruiting.  Those  in 
college  towns  and  watering  places  had  to  be  partic- 
ularly alert,  and  the  expert  in  charge  of  "The 
B  &  H  Sweetshop"  in  Atlantic  City  therefore  paid 
Sheila  Moore  a  magnificent  tribute  when  he  remarked 
that  she  was  the  prettiest  girl  who  ever  handed  a 
box  of  chocolates  across  his  counters. 

But  Tom  Ballantine  went  even  farther.  In  his 
opinion  she  outclassed  the  entire  "B  &  H"  cohorts. 
He  knew.  He  had  seen  them  all.  During  the 
summer  now  gliding  swiftly  into  autimin  he  had 
inspected  every  link  in  the  chain  of  sweetshops.  It 
was  his  father's  idea  of  a  vacation.  He  himself  made 
the  grand  tour  of  his  branches  when  he  felt  the  need 
of  change.  Young  Ballantine  would  have  chosen 
another  form  of  relaxation  from  the  labors  of  his 
Harvard  year,  but  on  the  whole  the  pilgrimage  had 
not  been  tedious.    Instructed  to  show  him  every- 
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thing,  most  of  the  local  managers  had  broadly  inter- 
preted this  to  include  the  town,  and,  till  he  reached 
AtlanUc  City,  his  studies  were  varied.  He  then 
decided  it  was  time  to  specialize.  It  was  the  candy 
business  he  had  in  mind,  but  his  specialty  turned 
out  to  be  Sheila  Moore. 

On  a  certain  forenoon  in  September,  which  had 
dawned  decepUvely  bright,  Sheila  darkened  the  day 
for  the  manager  by  telephoning  her  resignation.  It 
seemed  that  she  was  going  away.  She  hated  to 
leave  him  in  the  lurch,  she  said,  but  something  — 
oh,  very  important  —  had  come  up  suddenly,  and 
she  hoped  he'd  understand.  He  did  not.  Young 
Mr.  Ballantine,  sauntering  in  shortly  after,  listened 
to  the  news  with  every  mark  of  sympathy.  He 
Agreed  that  her  loss  was  a  disaster  of  the  first  magni- 
tude and  voiced  his  regret  that  he  could  not  help  to 
pick  her  successor.  But  it  appeared  that  he  also 
was  leaving  town.  It  was  a  personal  matter  w>,ich 
no  one  could  attend  to  but  himself.  He  then  took 
the  local  manager  out  to  lunch  and  strove  to  raise 
his  spirits.  They  had  broUed  lobster  and  other 
things. 

Sheila  lunched  on  a  cheese  sandwich  and  a  lemon 
phosphate  at  the  soda  fountain  nearest  her  hall 
bedroom  and  returned  without  a  pang  of  indigestion 
to  her  packing.  She  was  only  eighteen.  But  if  her 
body  was  at  peace,  her  mind  obviously  was  not,  and, 
kneeling  before  her  trunk,  her  hands  would  every  now 
and  then  fall  idle  and  her  eyes  go  questing  into  far 
spaces.  The  packing  at  an  end,  she  put  on  a  suit  of 
dark  blue  serge  and  a  quiet  little  hat  with  a  jaunty 
little  quill  and  issued,  a  gloriously  youthful  and  vividly 
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pretty  figure,  Into  a  street  which  led  through  ihabW- 
ness  to  sp'  idor  on  its  way  to  the  sea.  The  nearer 
she  drew  t  *  the  Board  Walk,  the  more  laggard  became 
her  step,  and  the  rolling  chair  fraternity  made  con- 
fident bids  for  her  patronage.  Once  on  the  prom- 
enade, however,  she  gripped  her  courage  afresh  and 
walked  briskly  till  she  reached  the  entrance  of  a 
theater  which  the  billboards  asserted  was  the  home  of 
supreme  motion  pictures  and  refined  vaudeville. 

Violent  posters  of  the  silent  drama  and  framed 
photographs  of  the  week's  vaudev\Ue  flanked  the 
shallow  lobby  and,  after  a  glance  at  a  pier  clock, 
SL-'ila  drifted  to  an  easel  dedicated  to  the  renown  of 
one  Lew  Pam  and  his  Six  Rosebuds.  The  faces  of 
the  "buds"  were  ingeniously  set  about  with  petals. 
All  were  comely,  and  two  might  have  met  the  exacting 
test  of  Ballantine  and  Hoyt.  The  features  of  Mr.  Pam 
were  nearly  lost  in  the  stock  disguise  of  the  German 
comedian,  but  he  had  a  whimsical  eye  that  was  not  in 
the  least  Teutonic.  He  looked  directly  out  of  the 
photograph,  and  Sheila,  with  her  lovely  color 
heightened,  gave  him  gaze  for  gaze.  So  rapt  was  she 
in  her  musing,  she  took  no  heed  of  the  original  till 
he  touched  her  arm. 

"What's  wrong,  Sheila?"  he  asked. 

She  started  and  flushed  a  still  livelier  p*  -X. 

"I  was  just  going  to  ask  when  your  act  came  on," 
she  explained  breathlessly. 

"Not  for  an  hour,"  he  said.    "But  how  did  you 
break  away  from  work"*    You  don't  look  sick." 

"I'm  not  sick." 

"Sacked?"  *  ^ 

"No   no.    And  nothing  is  really  wrong.    But  I 
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couldn't  wait  for  you  to  look  me  up 
but  we  can't  talk  here." 

fJ^t  ""^^^  "^i  ¥  ^^  "^^y  ^°^  a  flight  of  steps 
to  the  beach  and  they  dropped  in  the  sand  under- 
neath  a  pier.  Without  his  grotesque  make-up,  he 
tTi  *  <Jf.a^-shaven  man  of  the  late  forties, 
mth  the  ^ave  hues  which  in  the  general  irony  o 
thin^  tend  to  sadden  the  face  of  the  jester.  Side 
by  side  with  hun,  one  readily  saw  where  the  girl  got 

''^!JT.?^-r'-  .f^"^  ^^'^'  ^°°'  ^^^^  ^^^cal. 
Out  with  It  now,"  he  commanded  in  mock  stern- 

Sheila  tried  to  smile. 
''Daddy  Joe  -»  she  began  and  ended. 
Take  your  time  if  it's  so  serious,"  he  said,  reach- 
rng  for  her  hand. 

r.^^l!'^^  ^"1^^'^"^  '^^""^'^  ^^  ^e°  came  darting 
round  to  meet  his. 

"I'm  married,"  she  announced. 

strl^ht'^''*'"  ^'  '"^^^^  ^""^y-    "^^"^  ^  «^'  ^^^ 

"It'ytnC  n'  ^'^ 7^^^  T^^'  ^°^''  ^^"^  ^°"W  muster. 
It  s  true,  Daddy  Joe.    I  was  married  this  morning." 

.na^°^~.u^  ^"l"    ^^'^^^•"    Then,    turning    an 

"merethr?!°'      ''^^'^'^'^^''^'^^"^^^^ 

She  snatched  her  hand  away. 

"You  shan't  caU  my  husband  names,"  she  declared. 

an^hoT     ^  'l^:  ^^''  ^  gentleman.    I  won't  let 
^ody  run  hmi  down- anybody  1    He's  my  hus- 
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He  blinked  at  her  fiery  championship. 

"If  he's  on  the  level,  as  you  say,  why  didn't  he 
wait  for  me  to  get  here?" 

"He  didn't  know—" 

"You  knew.  I  wrote  you  a  month  ago  that  I  was 
booked  here.  And  you  must  have  seen  the  ads. 
It  couldn't  have  gone  out  of  your  head  that  I  was  due 
to-day." 

"No,"  she  admitted.    "I  didn't  forget." 

"And  yet  you  went  straight  ahead !" 

"I  was  afraid  you'd  try  to  stop  me." 

"Do  you  call  that  giving  me  a  square  deal?" 

"No."  She  shook  her  head.  "But  I  didn't  dare 
take  the  risk.  I  can't  live  without  Tom.  Don't 
you  understand?  Of  course  you  do.  You  ran  off 
with  mother." 

"That  was  because  her  gov'ner  couldn't  get  it 
through  his  thick  head  that  I  — that  we — "  He 
caught  himself  up  and  smiled. 

"You  see !"  She  moved  closer  and  snuggled  their 
reunited  hands  into  the  soft  sand. 

"I  see,"  he  said.  "What  is  Friend  Husband's 
other  name  ?  " 

"Ballantine." 

Her  father's  mouth  and  eyes  opened  in  perfect 
unison. 

"Which?"  he  gasped. 

Sheila  frankly  enjoyed  the  effect  of  her  bombshell. 

"It  couldn't  very  well  be  the  head  of  the  firm," 
she  smiled.    "He's  married  already  to  Tom's  mother." 

"Quit  joshing, ' '  he  charged.  " Is  it  yottr  firm  you're 
talking  about?" 

"Yes." 
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"And  it's  Roger  Ballantine's  son  you've  married?" 
His  tone  was  awestruck. 

"Yes." 

He  jumped  to  his  feet,  swept  off  his  hat,  stared 
giddily  into  it,  clapped  it  on  his  head  again  and, 
sinking  back  on  the  sand,  bent  a  look  of  respectful 
wonder  on  his  child. 

"I'll  bet  that  old  codger  is  worth  ten  millions  if 
he's  worth  a  cent !"  he  exclaimed. 

"That  hadn't  anything  to  do  with  my  loving  Tom," 
said  Sheila.  "It  was  something  I  couldn't  help. 
If  he'd  been  one  of  the  boys  at  the  soda  fountain,  I'd 
have  felt  the  same.  We  were  meant  for  each  other. 
Tom  says  we  must  have  loved  each  other  in  a  previous 
incarnation.'' 

Joe  Moore  betrayed  mental  distress. 

"That  dope  is  new  to  me,"  he  confessed.  "What's 
incarnation?" 

"Another  life  — perhaps  in  Rome,  Tom  thinks. 
He  knows  a  lot  about  such  things." 

"Let's  get  back  to  cases,"  said  her  father  hastily. 
"When  did  you  two  meet  up  on  your  present  trip 
to  earth?" 

"Almost  two  weeks  ago." 

"And  you're  married!  I  guess  after  all  there 
must  be  something  in  that  loved-before  pipe  dream." 

"Don't,"  begged  Sheila.  "I  hoped  you'd  under- 
stand." 

"I'm  doing  my  best,"  he  said,  "but  I'm  still  shy 
on  facts.    Give  me  the  whole  story." 

It  was  not  a  long  story.  Nor  was  it  startlingly 
original.  They  had  only  to  exchange  a  look,  it 
appeared,  to  realize  that  they  were  in  the  hands  of 
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Fate.  But  Tom  had  held  himself  marvelously  in 
check.  He  did  not  speak  a  dozen  words  to  her  that 
first  day.  His  manner  was  ahnost  cold.  The  next, 
which  was  Sunday,  they  met  in  the  surf,  and  he  had 
pretended  that  she  was  a  mermaid.  Thenceforward 
the  chronicle  swam  in  a  rosy  mist.  Tom  was  still 
all  discretion  during  business  hours  and  no  one  in 
the  store  dreamed  that  they  cared.  But  evenings! 
Cupid's  chariot  was  a  rented  motor  car.  That  was 
how  they  had  managed  things  so  cleverly  that  even 
now  not  a  soul  here  save  Daddy  Joe  was  one  whit 
the  wiser.  ^  The  silly  business  of  the  license,  the 
ceremony  in  another  town -everything  had  gone 
swimmingly. 

"I  was  back  by  eleven  o'clock,"  she  ended  on  a 
vibrant  note  of  triumph. 

"That  was  over  three  hou/s  ago.     Go  ahead." 

"But  there's  nothing  else  to  tell.  I've  just  been 
packing  —  and  waiting  for  you." 

The  man  drew  a  long  breath. 

"Ten  —  million  —  dollars ! "  he  said.  " What's  he 
going  to  think  of  Lew  Pam?" 

"I  wanted  to  speak  to  you  about  that.  You've 
always  been  close-mouthed  about  your  work  —  I 
thought  perhaps  you  wouldn't  want  Torn  to  know." 

Her  father's  eyes  flickered. 

"What  have  you  told  him  so  far?" 

"Not  a  word." 

"Hasn't  he  asked  questions?" 

"He  asked  how  I  came  to  be  living  m  a  boarding 
house,  and  I  said  my  mother  was  dead  and  that  I 
hadn't  any  real  home.    He  didn't  mention  you." 

"And  you  followed  suit,  eh?" 
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The  girl's  soft  skin  flamed. 

"That's  not  fair,"  she  protested.  "What  could 
I  say  till  I'd  seen  you?  Besides,  we  talked  mainly 
about  ourselves,  how  we  cared  and  —  and  —  oh, 
you  know." 

"Maybe  he  thinks  I'm  dead  too,"  said  Moore 
slowly.    "Maybe  he'd  prefer  to  have  you  an  orphan." 

"Daddy  Joe!"  Her  eyes  filled.  "Tom  will  love 
you  as  much  as  I  do.  I  want  you  to  meet  him  before 
we  go  away  this  afternoon.  It's  what  I've  planned 
all  along.  Of  course  I'll  tell  hun  anything  you  say, 
but  why  shouldn't  he  know  the  truth?  Why 
shouldn't  everybody  know  that  you're  Lew  Pam? 
I  never  could  make  out  your  reason  for  keeping  it 
such  a  secret." 

"You're  the  reason." 

"But  I  don't  mind  who  knows." 

"Your  mother  did.  She  hated  the  way  I  earned 
a  living.  It  was  bom  in  her  to  hate  it,  I  guess.  Her 
folks  had  about  as  much  use  for  a  gin-mill  as  they  had 
for  a  theater.  I  quit  the  stage  once  to  please  her  and 
went  back  to  my  old  line,  but  it  was  no  go.  I'd  lost 
the  knack  of  selling  stoves." 

"Was  it  always  stoves  you  sold?''  asked  Sheila. 

"Yes.  I  went  on  the  road  first  for  an  old  Pennsyl- 
vania German  named  Burkhardt.  He  was  a  scream 
to  listen  to  — better  than  Weber  and  Fields  — and 
I  got  so  I  could  take  him  off  to  the  life.  I  could  al- 
ways imitate  people  or  pick  up  a  new  dance  —  same 
as  you  —  and  when  hard  times  hit  the  stove  trade 
I  just  naturally  drifted  into  the  show  business.  It 
was  easy  money  then,  and  I  was  toting  a  fat  roll 
the  simmier  I  met  your  mother.    I  ran  across  her 
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on  Peaks  Island  in  Portland  Harbor.  She  was  rest- 
ing up  from  teaching  school  for  nothing  a  year  in  a 
backwoods  town  in  Maine.  Pretty  —  she  had  every 
girl  I'd  ever  seen  simply  backed  of!  the  map !  God 
only  knows  what  she  saw  in  me."  He  stared  absently 
at  the  bathers  a  moment.  "Well,  anyway,  it  was 
a  change  from  codfish  balls  and  school  teaching. 
And,  by  and  by,  she  had  you  for  company,  and  tnat 
helped  a  lot  in  the  long  stretches  when  I  couldn't 
be  with  her.  She  always  sidestepped  the  actor 
bunch  and,  wherever  she  lived,  gave  out  that  her 
husband  was  a  traveling  man.  It  was  Joe  Moore, 
not  Lew  Pam,  who  carried  the  latchkey.  She  didn't 
want  my  stage  name  mentioned  at  home.  She  kept 
it  from  you  as  long  as  she  could.  She  was  afraid 
it'd  queer  your  chances." 

"But  why?" 

"Because  she  couldn't  get  over  the  feeling  that  the 
vaudeville  game  wa^-n't  quite  respectable.  Of  course 
it  did  have  a  black  eye  in  the  days  before  Keith  took 
hold  of  it.  That's  what  they  remembered  in  her 
part  of  New  England.  It  cut  no  ice  with  her  that 
the  big  stars  of  the  legitimate  fell  over  one  another 
to  get  into  it.  Don't  think  I'm  blaming  her.  As 
far  as  you  were  concerned,  I  guess  it  was  a  mighty 
good  thing.  It  made  her  all  the  more  particular 
about  the  way  she  brough  you  up.  She'd  never 
had  much  money,  but  she  dainty  as  they  make 
'em  and  knew  nice  things  l  .ell  as  the  next.  That 
old  chest  you've  got  at  your  boarding  house  shows 
the  kind  of  stock  she  came  from.  There's  needle- 
work in  it  that  goes  back  four  or  five  generations. 
And  she  herself  was  always  adding  to  the  pile  against 
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the  day  — "  he  stopped  as  if  racked  by  sudden  pain 
—  "against  this  very  day  we're  blundering  through. 
I  can't  make  it  seem  real  that  you  are  married,  Sheila. 
You  ought  to  be  in  school.  You  would  be  this  min- 
ute if  the  movies  hadn't  put  vaudeville  on  the  blink. 
I  sure  did  hate  to  let  you  go  to  work  for  Ballantine 
and  Hoyt." 

Her  face  cleared. 

"But  if  I  hadn't,  I  wouldn't  have  met  Tom,"  she 
pointed  out.  "And  now  I  want  you  to  meet  him. 
And  I  want  him  to  hear  all  that  you've  told  me." 

"No,"  said  Moore  quietly.  "I'm  going  to  stay 
dead." 

She  could  not  believe  him  in  earnest. 

"Why  do  you  talk  like  that ? "  she  asked.  "You'll 
spoil  my  happiness." 

"No,  I  won't,"  he  answered,  firing  with  his  quixotic 
resolve.  "I'll  cinch  it  so  it  can't  get  away  from  you. 
I'm  bound  that  you'll  have  your  chance,  the  kind 
of  chance  your  mother  dreamed  of,  maybe,  as  she 
stitched  away  on  the  things  that  went  into  your 
old  chest.  It's  a  thundering  big  stroke  of  luck  that's 
happened  to  you.  We  mustn't  bungle  it.  So  Joe 
Moore  is  dead.  Remember  that  when  your  Tom 
begins  to  ask  questions." 

The  idea  frightened  her. 

"Oh,  you  mustn't,  you  mustn't,"  she  faltered. 
"Please  let  me  tell  him.  You  can  trust  him.  I 
know  you  can." 

"Maybe.  He's  in  love  mth  you.  But  old  Ten 
Millions  is  another  proposition.  He's  the  one  you've 
got  to  win.  And  you  can't  win  with  a  handicap. 
Lew  Pam's  daughter !    He'd  think  it  was  just  another 
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chorus  girl  match  —  a  hold-up  —  and  do  his  damned- 
est to  break  up  the  marriage.  Another  point :  you're 
going  straight  to  him  to-night." 

"To-night!" 

"Yes.    Where  is  he?" 

"In  New  York,  Tom  says.    At  their  city  home." 

"You  go  there,  no  matter  how  your  husband  kicks. 
The  honeymoon  can  wait.  Promise  me  you'll  do 
this." 

"Yes,  I  promise,"  she  agreed  faintly.  "But  the 
other  thing  —  oh,  I  can't,  I  can't ! " 

He  persuaded  her  in  the  end,  coached  her  in  a 
simple  story,  and  kissed  her  good-by.  Then,  as  they 
came  from  beneath  the  pier,  he  snapped  his  fingers 
and  halted. 

"I'll  forget  my  face  some  day,"  he  said.  "How 
much  money  have  you  left  ?"  ' 

"About  ten  dollars." 

"A  bride  ought  to  have  more  than  that,"  he  as- 
serted, diving  into  his  pocket.  "Here's  another  ten. 
I  wish  it  was  a  hundred.    Buy  a  little  keepsake." 

"But  when  can  I  see  you  again?"  she  half  sobbed 
as  they  stood  once  more  before  the  theater.  "I  must 
see  you  soon." 

"We'll  fix  that  up  later,"  he  said  gayly.  "Run 
along  now.    I've  just  time  to  get  into  my  make-up." 

"Good-by,  Daddy  Joe!" 

"You  mean  Mr.  Pam,  don't  you?"  he  reminded 
with  a  twisted  smile.    "Good-by,  Mrs.  Ballantine." 
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CHAPTER  TWO 

The  honeymooners  had  agreed  to  meet  at  the  rail- 
road station.  They  arrived  together,  she  by  street 
car,  he  in  a  taxicab,  and  came  face  to  face  at  the  door 
of  the  waiting  room. 

"You  don't  mean  to  say  you're  traveling  too!" 
he  greeted  her  waggishly.  "I  wonder  if  we're  headed 
the  same  way?" 

Sheila  rewarded  the  jest  with  a  faint  smile. 

"Have  you  bought  the  tickets?"  she  asked  in  a 
low  voice. 

"Hours  ago  —  right  through  to  Washington." 

"I'm  sorry,  Tom,"  she  said.  "But  I  suppose  you 
can  get  the  money  back.    I've  changed  my  mind." 

"What!"  he  cried,  dumfounded.  "Aren't  you 
going  away  with  me,  Sheila?" 

"Of  course  I  am,  silly  boy,"  she  reassured. 
"Aren't  we  married?  Haven't  I  my  suitcase  along? 
Isn't  my  trunk  in  the  baggage  room?  And  a  crate 
I  want  expressed?  But  I  don't  want  to  go  to  Wash- 
ington and  Old  Point  and  all  the  rest  as  we  planned. 
At  least  not  now.    I  want  to  go  to  New  York." 

"New  York!"  Dazed  by  this  fresh  example  of 
her  infinite  variety,  he  dropped  his  umbrella.  "Of 
all  places!"  he  exclaimed,  stooping  for  his  property 
and  rising  flustered  and  crimson.  "Why,  I  might 
as  well  take  you  home  and  be  done  with  it !" 
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"That's  it,"  she  caught  him  up.  "That's  just  what 
I  mean,  dear.  Thank  you  for  saying  it  first.  But 
hurry  and  see  about  the  tickets.    I'll  explain  on  the 


»> 


tram. 

The  bridegroom  rallied  and  stood  his  ground. 

"No,  you  won't,"  he  retorted  with  unloverlike 
heat.    "You'll  explain  right  here." 

"In  the  doorway?    Before  the  porter?'* 

He  had  forgotten  the  attendant  black.  Bidding 
the  man  watch  their  combined  luggage,  he  threw  an 
impatient  look  round  the  waiting  room  and,  with 
Sheila  less  eager  following,  marched  to  a  vacant  comer 
bench. 

"Now,"  he  said,  "trot  out  your  reasons,  and  I'll 
show  you  how  foolish  they  are." 

Sheila,  on  her  father's  side  only  two  generations 
removed  from  the  isle  of  perpetual  unrest,  felt  a 
sturdy  impulse  to  join  battle.  But,  with  her  Irish 
blood,  she  had  inherited  a  sense  of  humor,  and, 
instead  of  losing  her  temper,  she  puckered  her  fore- 
head in  a  frown  which  burlesqued  his  own. 

"Prisoner  at  the  bar,  are  you  guilty  or  not  guilty? 
Anyhow,  I'll  see  to  it  that  you're  hanged." 

"Old  stuff,"  said  Tom,  unbending  a  trifle. 

"AH  the  easier  to  get  the  point,"  she  returned 
promptly. 

"Oh,  I'm  willing  to  Usten,"  he  told  her,  "but  it 
really  is  nonsense,  this  notion  of  yours.  And  it  isn't 
fair  to  me,  Sheila.  I  want  you  all  to  myself  for  a 
few  days.  Any  fellow  would  in  my  place.  You  were 
keen  enough  for  the  trip  this  morning.  What's  come 
over  you  since  then?" 

"I've  been  thinking  about  the  future." 
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"Instead  of  getting  all  the  fun  you  can  out  of  the 
present  I" 

"We  won't  really  get  fun  out  of  anything,  Tom, 
till  your  people  know." 

"  But  I'm  not  going  to  keep  them  in  the  dark.  I'll 
write  father  to-day  and  tell  him  what  a  wonder  you 
are.    He'll  be  crazy  to  see  you." 

Sheila  dimpled. 

"Let's  don't  make  him  wait,"  she  said. 

"But  he'll  expect  to  wait." 

"Then  we'll  surprise  him.  I  shouldn't  care  to 
have  him  get  the  idea  that  I'm  afraid  to  meet  him. 
And  he  mustn't  get  the  idea  that  you  are  afraid,  either. 
If  he's  the  kind  of  man  I've  heard  he  is,  he'll  be  proud 
of  you  for  coming  straight  home  with  me.  It's  the 
right  thing  to  do.  You  know  it  is,  Tom.  And  you'll 
be  pleasing  me." 

"  Shall  I  ?  "    He  gazed  upon  her  gloomily. 

"More  than  I  can  say." 

"And  you  think  I  ought  to  please  you  in  this?" 

"Yes." 

"That  settles  it,"  he  declared  in  hollow  accents. 
"You  don't  love  me." 
.     "Tom  I" 

"It's  true.  It  isn't  real  love  you  feel.  If  it  was, 
your  first  thought  would  be  to  please  me.  You'd 
do  what  I  want  and  let  everybody  else  go  hang. 
That's  real  love." 

She  knew  that  there  was  something  amiss  in  this 
reasoning,  but  was  in  too  great  haste  to  puzzle  it  out. 

"How  can  you?"  she  reproached.  "You  know 
I  love  you.  I  wouldn't  have  married  you  it  I  did 
not  love  you  better  than  all  the  world.    Why,  I'd 
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go  with  you  to  a  desert  island  and  live  oa  — on 

clams  I" 

"But  Washington—" 

"And  I  simply  loathe  clams,"  she  completed. 

"Do  you?"  he  said,  struck  by  this  revelation. 
"I'm  very  fond  of  them.  Can't  we  agree  in  any- 
tkittg,  Sheila?"  And  then,  as  he  saw  her  smiic  creep 
out :  "Oh,  you've  got  me  so  worked  up  I  don't  know 
what  I'm  saying  I  This  is  a  nice  place  for  a  serious 
talk!"  He  glowered  at  their  fellow  passengers. 
"If  I  had  you  alone,  I'd  make  you  see  things  my 
way." 

She  shook  her  head. 

"Kissing  wouldn't  do  a  bit  of  good,"  she  replied. 
"Please  find  out  about  the  train." 

He  went  at  last,  still  protesting,  and  more  cheer- 
fully returned  to  announce  that  the  New  York  train 
had  gone. 

"While  we  sat  here?" 

"Yes." 

"I  believe  you  knew  it,"  she  said.  "When  will 
there  be  another?" 

"Not  for  an  hour." 

"Did  you  buy  our  tickets?" 

"No,"  he  answered.  "There's  plenty  of  time. 
Let's  talk  this  over  sensibly,  Sheila.  If  you  look 
atit— " 

"Please  — please  — don't  begin  again,"  she  broke 
in  with  a  catch  in  her  voice.  "Call  it  nonsense  or 
anything  you  will,  Tom,  but  don't  wrangle  with  me 
over  the  very  first  favor  I've  asked  of  you." 

He  pivoted  abruptly  on  his  heel  and  went  to  do 
her  bidding.    The  victory  was  hers.    But  she  had 
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no  relish  for  it.    She  sympathized  with  Tom  and  was 
not  a  htUe  sorry  for  herself.    The  honejmoons  of 
ficuon  never  began  lilte  this,  and  she  felt  that  even 
in  real  life  her  case  must  be  excepUonal.    It  was 
not  an  easy  thing  her  father  had  required  of  her. 
Already   it   had    caused   heartburnings.    However 
aU  would  come  right  in  the  end,  and  she  would  b<^ 
very  kind  to  Tom  hereafter.    She  wanted  to  be  kind 
at  once,  but,  on  leaving  the  ticket  office,  he  had  stalked 
vanhhS"^  ^8»^'y  to  the  baggage-room  and  so 

Some  twenty  centuries,  miscalled  minutes,  dragged 
by.  Then,  reconnoitering,  she  spied  him  on  the  plat- 
form  m  the  lee  of  a  pyramid  of  trunks.  It  was  as 
pnvate  as  any  spot  about  a  railway  staUon  could 
be,  and  her  lover's  wish  that  he  might  have  her  alone 
was  forthwith  graUEed.  By  himself  he  had  hatched 
two  fresh  arguments,  but  he  forebore  to  mention 
tnem.  Long  before  train  time  they  were  of  a  sinele 
mind.    It  was  a  mind  of  the  feminine  gender. 

To  be  traveHng  together  was  a  blissful  sensation, 
and  there  were  intervals  dunug  the  journey  when 
they  even  forgot  toward  what  destinaUon  they  sped 
The  traffic  was  light,  and  neither  in  the  chair  car 
nor  in  the  diner  were  they  troubled  by  near  neighbors, 
rheir  bndal  supper  had  the  intimacy  of  a  stolen  ren- 
dezvous, and  they  ate  with  gusto  they  knew  not  what. 
^     Do  you  think  the  waiter  suspects  that  we've 
just  been  married?"  asked  SheUa.    "He's  one  idit- 
tenng  smile."  ^ 

"I  shouldn't  wonder,"  said  Tom.  "They're  ex- 
perts at  spotting  newlyweds,  those  chaps.  Besides 
1  m  not  good  looking  enough  to  pass  for  your  brother  " 
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"Fishing !"  the  accused.  "You  know  you're  food 
looking." 

"Nobody  ever  told  me  so." 

"Then  perhaps  I  oughtn't.  But  I  will.  I'd  call 
you  very  good  looking.  You  make  me  think  of  some 
of  the  men  in  the  magazine  illustrations." 

"  Not  the  collar-ad.  Johnnies ! " 

"Don't,"  she  pouted.  "I'm  serious.  I  mean 
the  ones  in  the  stories,  of  course  —  the  kind  who 
win  football  games  and  boat  races,  and  are  clear-cut 
and  clean-limbed  and  all  that." 

"They  wear  immaculate  evening  clothes,  too," 
he  added,  grinning.  "And  they  have  red  blood  in 
their  veins." 

"You're  poking  fun  at  me.  But  you  are  like  some 
of  the  pictures,  all  the  same.  It  was  the  first  thing 
I  noticed  about  you." 

"Was  it?"  he  exclaimed.  "Why,  I  had  abnost 
that  thought  about  you,  Sheila.  I  told  myself  that 
you  might  have  stepped  out  of  a  ripping  cover  design. 
I  didn't  believe  there  were  any  such  girls  till  I  met 
you.  And  then  I  realized  that  you  could  give  the 
whole  outfit  cards  and  spades." 

"Tom!" 

"Yes,  you  could.  You've  the  peachiest  skin,  the 
evenest,  whitest  teeth  — " 

"No  better  than  yours  —  teeth,  I  mean." 

"Features  that  are  regular  without  being  in- 
sipid—" 

"So  are  yours." 

"Hair  of  just  the  right  shade  of  browr  — " 

"WTiich  shade  is  that?" 

"Yours.    I  can't  describe  it.    And  eyes  —  why, 
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I've  lain  awake  nights  thinking  about  your  eyes. 
They're  like  stars  and  sapphires  and  wood  violets 
all  at  once.    Nobody  ever  had  such  eyes." 

Sheila  sighed  her  ineffable  content. 

"I  do  love  you,  Tom,"  she  said. 

"I  worship  you,"  he  vowed. 

They  attacked  the  salad. 

"Your  voice,"  he  went  on  presently.  "I  liked 
that  too  from  the  start.  It's  different.  Most  girls 
screech  —  especially  girls  who  work  for  a  living." 

"So  I've  noticed,"  said  SheUa. 

"Is  that  why  you  keep  your  voice  low?" 

"Yes,"  she  admitted.  "Besides,  it  helped  sell 
goods." 

"And  you  dress  quietly,"  he  observer 

"We  had  to  in  the  B  &  H  shop,  you  . 

"But  not  out  of  it.  Some  of  our  empio^  ees  looked 
Uke  parrots  when  I  met  them  outside." 

"That's  because  they  didn't  keep  their  eyes  open." 

"They'd  never  look  at  things  from  your  point  of 
view,  Sheila.  You're  a  thoroughbred.  I  wish  I'd 
known  your  people." 

She  was  silent  and  he,  mistaking  the  cause  of  her 
reticence,  respected  it.  As  her  father  had  surmised, 
he  believed  her  alone  in  the  world  and  was  at  heart 
relieved  that  he  was  to  be  all  in  all  to  her.  Some 
day,  he  supposed,  she  would  speak  of  her  bereavement, 
but  his  curiosity  as  to  her  parentage  was  slight. 
Indeed  he  found  it  hard  to  associate  her  with  such 
unromantic  facts  as  parents.  Nothing  short  of  an 
act  of  special  creation  could  satisfactorily  account 
for  such  a  glorious  being.  He  beheld  her  unique 
and  perfect  of  her  kind. 
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But  Sheila,  pledged  to  secrecy  and  conscious  of 
her  burden,  gave  him  credit  for  deep  concern  and 
was  cast  into  a  panic  by  his  next  words. 

"By  the  way,"  he  said.  "I  saw  you  on  the  Board 
Walk  this  after-.oon  " 

She  felt  her  lieeks  blaze. 

"Where  wei.  you?" 

"Coming  frou..  lunT^eoa  with  the  manager.  I'm 
sure  he  didn't  see  you  —  we  were  too  far  away  —  but 
of  course  I  couldn't  be  fooled  at  any  distance." 

"You  weren't,"  she  said.  "I  had  an  errand  to 
do." 

"When  I  saw  you,  you  were  talking  to  a  smooth- 
faced man  in  a  gray  suit." 

"Yes,"  she  assented  as  casually  as  she  could. 
"I  met  some  one  I  knew." 

"Shall  I  lower  the  window  shade?"  he  offered. 
"Your  face  looks  hot." 

"Please,"  she  said.    "It's  like  August  to-day." 

"You  haven't  a  headache?"  he  questioned,  settling 
back  in  his  seat. 

She  thought  the  ordeal  past  and  sparkled  into  her 
usual  vivacity. 

"To-day?    What  an  idea!" 

Tom  addressed  himself  again  to  his  thumbscrews. 

"Who  was  that  man,  Sheila?" 

She  held  to  her  smile,  but  it  felt  like  a  grimace  of 
pain  as  she  plunged  down  the  path  marked  out  for 
her. 

"He  once  boarded  in  the  same  house  with  me," 
she  explained. 

"He  had  a  nerve  to  hold  you  up!  He  looked  old 
enough  to  be  your  father." 
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Sheila  lifted  her  head. 

"He's  a  gentleman,"  she  said.  "And  I  was  elad 
to  see  him.  I  shall  always  be  glad  to  see  Z  He 
—  he  knew  my  father." 

;;0h!"  said  Tom.    "What  is  his  name?" 
Lew  Pam." 

"A  queer  name,"  he  commented,  his  curiositv 
spent  at  last.    "Try  these  grapes,  de;r^st  "  "^ 

swlw  anH  ^^^^t'.  ^'^^"^  ^^^^""S  ^y'  ^^<^  then 
c^    ifv  .K    r^^""^'  ^'^'■^'^  ^^'^  t°  their  chair 

"Some  one  will  come,"  she  panted,  regaining  her 
freedom  of  speech.    "Let  me  go  now."     ^ '"^^  ^^' 
Not  till  you've  returned  it." 
She  paid  the  debt  with  usury 

;;  Y™  tZyZP""'" "'  '"''^"^  -»'»'«'y- 

"And  you  always  will  ?" 
"Forever  and  ever." 

ni«!ht^^r'\'^'^f  ^'^'  ^°"^  ^^  «ther  way  to- 
night if  thmgs  had  been  different?" 

"Much  rather." 

hJ^^  """^'^''l  T^  ^^^  ^^  ^gh  ^oJo'>  loosened 
l^^ms  a  rumpled  cravat  and  perfect  decorum  re- 
entered  their  own  car  and  the  world  of  things  as  they 

New  York  cast  its  shadow  before,  and  they  found 
less  and  less  to  say  to  each  other  as  the  train  fled 
across  the  salt  marshes  and  roared  under  t^e  HudT 
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Then  the  vast  structure  which,  were  it  not  a  railway 
station,  might  well  be  a  Roman  bath,  dwarfed  them 
to  further  insignificance  and,  streaming  out  with  their 
fellow  pigmies,  they  climbed  into  a  cab  and  like  two 
meek  children  groped  for  each  other's  hand. 

''It's  a  short  ride,"  said  Tom,  rescuing  his  voice. 

"Is  It?"  said  Sheila,  feeling  that  she  must  speak 
now  or  go  dumb  ever  after.    "Where  do  you  Uve?" 

"In  Sixty-fourth  Street  just  off  the  Avenue,"  he 
answered  in  firmer  tones.  "Didn't  I  ever  teU  you? 
I  hope  you'll  like  the  house." 

She  hoped  so  too  —  fervently  —  and  the  conversa^ 
tion  again  failed.  They  passed  a  buUetin  board 
beset  by  a  crowd.  History  was  in  the  making.  But 
to  Sheila  the  Battle  of  the  Marne  seemed  a  LilUputian 
affair  beside  the  adventure  on  which  she  was  em- 
barked. Then,  all  too  soon,  the  ride  was  over,  and 
she  was  on  the  pavement  staring  up  at  a  porUy  stone 
dwelling  while  Tom  paid  the  fare.  The  site  aljne 
must  have  cost  innumerable  cakes  of  chocolate 
she  thoug-  -.  unlike  its  neighbors,  the  deep  arch 
of  Its  door  ierced  its  middle  and  not  its  flank. 

In  a  word,  it  was  a  whole  house  instead  of  a  half 
portion,  and  Sheila,  not  a  total  stranger  to  New  York 
was  duly  impressed.  ' 

"It's  a  palace,  Tom,"  she  exclaimed. 

He  gave  a  hollow  laugh  and  squeezed  her  arm  as 
they  mounted  the  steps. 

||Buck  UP  •  ■'  he  charged.     "They  won't  eat  you." 

Im  noi  afraid,"  she  declared,   but  her  heart 
pounded. 

The  iron  grill  of  the  double  doors  struck  her  as 
very  like  a  cage,  but  her  woman's  eye  also  noted  the 
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intricate  pattern  of  the  lace  behind  the  glass.  Tom 
rang,  and  a  butler  in  silhouette  became  a  butler 
in  the  flesh  with  a  human  smile  for  the  son  of  the 
house  who  greeted  him  with  an  oflfhand  "Hello 
Ben!"  At  sight  of  SheHa  this  smile  took  on  more 
formality,  but  she  was  unaware  of  it.  For  the  in- 
stant her  vision  was  overborne  by  gray  stone  walls, 
hung  with  tapestries,  and  a  gray  stone  staircase 
which  rose  in  proud  magnificence  to  a  balcony.  It 
seemed  to  symbolize  and  flaunt  all  the  family  millions, 
that  overpowering  staircase.  She  would  not  have 
marveled  to  behold  Roger  Ballantme  descending 
It  clad  in  cioth  of  gold. 

Tom's  voice,  keyed  to  a  nervous  pitch,  brought 
her  back. 

"Out!"  he  was  saying. 
"Yes,  sir." 
"All  of  them?" 

"Yes,  Mr.  Tom.    It  was  a  dinner  engagement." 
"Theater  too?" 
'•I  don't  know,  sir." 

"Do  you  hear  that,  Shefla ?  They  mayn't  be  back 
till  all  hours." 

Her  heart  sank  as  she  faced  him.  Would  he,  who 
had  been  so  loath  to  come,  consent  to  wait?  Had 
she  still  the  courage  and  the  will  for  two?  Then  the 
butler  saved  the  day.  Gathering  up  their  hand 
luggage,  he  swung  Sheila's  modest  suitcase  gently  to 
the  fore. 

"Does  this  go  in  one  of  the  guest  chambers,  sir?" 
he  asked. 

Tom  started  from  his  trance  of  indecision. 

"Of  course,"  he  said.    "Take  it  to  the  Rose  Room." 
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I  And  then,  to  Sheila:  "That's  your  favorite  color, 
|l  believe.    Would  you  like  to  go  up  for  a  while  ?" 

She  declined  and  bestowed  a  half  smile  on  the 
jservant  for  his  unwitting  aid.  She  thought  it  would 
Ibe  gracious  in  Tom  to  present  "Ben"  who  seemed 
Ito  have  none  of  the  repellent  traits  of  tb-.  legendary 
J  butler,  but  Tom  dismissed  hun  with  a  careless  "  That's 
lall",  and  led  her  into  a  small  oak-paneled  reception 
I  room  which  connected  only  with  the  hall. 

"Now  that  Bug  Eyes  is  out  of  the  way,"  he  said. 
["I'll  show  you  the  shack." 

"I'd  rather  you  wouldn't,"  she  replied,  choosing 
I  a  singularly  uncomfortable  chair. 

"But  it's  your  home.  Sheila." 

"Not  yet." 

"Then  let  me  show  you  my  home,"  he  urged  rest- 

|lessly. 

"No,"  she  said.  "Even  with  you  I'd  feel  like  a 
|burglar.    I'll  wait  for  your  mother." 

"But  this  is  no  place  to  do  your  waiting.  It's  just 
I  a  cold  storage  box  for  callers  we're  not  keen  about." 

Sheila  found  her  smile  again. 

"I'm  where  I  belong  then,"  she  said.  "But  don't 
let  me  keep  you  in  cold  storage,  Tom." 

"Perhaps  you  think  I'd  rather  play  billiards  with 

Imyself  or  take  a  nap,"  he  suggested  with  a  wan  gayety 

which  went  out  before  it  was  fairly  alight.    "Come 

over  to  this  fool  bench.    At  any  rate  it's  built  for  two 

This  junk  is  all  fifteenth  century.    I  guess  nobody 

[sat  down  in  those  days." 

She  went  to  him,  and  he  began  an  ardent  tour  of 
her  features.  He  kissed  her  eyes,  her  mouth,  the 
dimples  on  either  side  of  her  mouth,  her  throat,  her 
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hands.  Sheila  could  not  abandon  her  whole  mind 
to  these  endearments,  but  she  assisted  gladly.  They 
gave  Tom  something  to  do.  But  unluckily  his  ex- 
cursion brought  him  to  the  new  circlet  of  gold  on  her 
left  hand,  and  at  the  touch  of  the  metal  his  brain 
resumed  its  function. 

"This  is  all  wrong,"  he  groaned.  "We're  fools 
to  be  here.    Lei's  go  while  the  going's  good." 

"Tom!"  she  reproached.  "You  promised  to  do 
this  for  me." 

"I've  kept  my  word.  We've  come,  haven't  we? 
That's  the  main  point.  It's  no  fault  of  ours  that 
the  family  are  out.  Why  should  we  hang  around 
for  them?  I'll  leave  a  note,  tell  them  that  we 
caUed— " 

"You  can't  do  that.  It  would  be  worse  than  stay- 
ing away  altogether." 

"We  should  have  stayed  away.  I  was  an  ass  to 
give  in  to  you.  I  don't  see  how  you  could  ask  it  of 
me.  Don't  persist  in  this  nonsense,  my  darling. 
I  want  you  all  to  myself  now.  We'll  come  back 
to-morrow  if  you  like.  Morning's  the  time  to  face 
things." 

"To-night  is  the  time  to  face  this  thing,"  she  said. 
"We  mustn't  run  away  from  it." 

He  drew  oflF  coldly. 

"How  can  you  be  so  stubborn  —  so  hard?" 

"Hard!"    The  tears  came.    "Oh,  Tom!" 

"You  don't  look  it,  but  you  are.  It  only  shows 
that  you  can't  tell  anything  from  a  woman's  face." 

She  did  not  try  to  refute  this  cynicism  and,  after 
a  moment  of  aloofness,  he  rejected  it  himself  and 
took  her  in  his  arms.    But  his  caresses  were  now 
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sketchy  in  character  and  faulty  in  technique.    At 
every  sound  from  the  street  he  would  start  and  liaten. 

"This  is  getting  on  my  nerves,"  he  owned  finally. 
"I'll  smoke  if  you  don't  mind." 

"Do,"  she  said. 

He  took  a  cigarette  from  Is  case,  searched  his 
pockets  for  matches,  turned  to  a  button  in  the  panel- 
ing, and  then  let  his  hand  fall. 

"No,"  he  decided.  "Ben  has  had  excitement 
enough  for  one  evening.  I'll  get  a  light  in  the  smok- 
ing room." 

She  listened  to  his  step  recede  and  die  away  in  the 
unknown  spaces  beyond  the  hall.  As  the  silence 
of  the  house  settled  round  her,  she  felt  suddenly 
forlorn.  And  apprehensive.  What  if  Tom's  people 
returned  before  he  did !  What  would  she  say  to  them  ? 
What  could  she  say?  She  strained  her  ear  for  his 
footfall  and  presently  relaxed  with  a  sigh  of  relief. 
But  the  next  instant  she  was  rigid.  It  was  the  butler 
who  crossed  her  line  of  vision,  and  his  goal  was  the 
outer  door.  There  was  a  murmur  of  explanation 
in  the  hall.  She  caught  the  words  "Mr.  Tom"  and 
"a  guest."    Then  the  Ballantines  were  upon  her. 
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They  seemed  an  army  as  they  advanced.  But  the 
actual  count  was  three :  a  ruddy  man  with  iron-gray 
hair;  a  middle-aged  woman,  handsome,  but  too 
plump  for  her  height ;  and  a  pale  girl  of  Tom's  age, 
perhaps,  whose  shoulders  were  too  thin  for  her  gown. 
Their  ranks  broke  in  some  disorder  at  sight  of  Sheila. 

"Why,  where  is  the  lad?"  demanded  Roger  Bal- 
lantine  of  no  one  in  particular. 

Sheila  rose  and  moved  forward  like  a  sleepwalker. 
Mrs.  Ballantine,  smiling  vaguely,  met  her  halfway 
across  the  room. 

"I  don't  think  I've  had  the  pleasure,"  she  said. 
"Are  you  —  er  —  a  friend  of  my  son  ?  " 

Sheila  cast  a  dismayed  glance  toward  the  door, 
but  encountered  only  the  intent  gaze  of  the  thin  girl 
whose  dark  eyebrows  had  now  met. 

"We're  more  than  friends,"  she  replied  in  a  low 
voice.    "But  it's  really  Tom's  place  to  explain." 

"More  than  friends!"  Mrs.  Ballantine  caught 
at  her  breast  and  laid  waste  a  cluster  of  orchids. 
"What  has  happened ?  What  has  become  of  Tom ? " 
A^,  in  the  same  tone:  "Where  are  my  smelling 
salt#?" 

Her  husband  put  her  aside. 

"Let  m€  handle  this,"  he  said  crisply.    "Now, 
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young  woman,  be  good  enough  to  state  your  busi- 
ness." 

Her  eyes  flashed. 

"This  isn't  a  business  call,"  she  said. 

"Your  name?"  he  snapped. 

"Sheila  Ballantme.    I'm  your  son's  wife." 

Hi:  gaze  bored  her  through,  but  she  endured  it 
without  flinching.  Whereupon  Tom,  blushing  bride- 
groom, reentered  the  bosom  of  his  family. 

"My  poor  boy !"  cried  his  mother,  pressing  him  to 
the  ruined  orchids.  "You  poor,  foolish,  headstrong 
boy!" 

Her  array  of  adjectives  struck  him  as  highly  inept 
and,  releasing  himself,  he  went  to  Sheila's  side. 

"Forgive  me,  dear,"  he  entreated.  "I  didn't 
mean  to  let  you  in  for  this  alone." 

"There's  plenty  left  for  you,"  assured  his  father 
grimly.    "When  and  where  were  you  married?" 

Tom  reduced  the  prismatic  adventure  to  bald 
statistics. 

"And  then  we  came  straight  here,"  he  added. 

"Because  you  were  short  of  money?" 

"No,  sir.    It  seemed  the  square  thing  to  do." 

"Whose  idea  was  :t?" 

"Tom  mentioned  it  first,"  said  Sheila. 

"Sheila  put  it  in  my  head,"  said  Tom. 

Roger  Ballantine's  trying  gaze  riveted  once  more 
on  his  daughter-in-law. 

"Yet  you  look  like  a  schoolgirl,"  he  commented 
diyly.    "How  old  are  you ? " 

"Eighteen,"  interposed  Tom  chivalrously.  "It's 
a  year  since  she  left  school.  She's  been  earning  her 
living — " 
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"ThttTl  do."  his  father  cut  him  oflf.  "Let  her 
speak  for  herself." 

''Yes,  Tom,"  she  agreed. 

"And  now  what's  this  about  earning  your  own  liv- 
ing ?    What  was  your  work  ?  " 

"Selling  candy." 

"Eh I"  Her  inquisitor's  florid  skin  went  a  deeper 
red.    "So  that  is  how  it  happened ? " 

"Yes,"  she  repUed.  "That  is  how  it  happened.  I 
clerked  in  your  Atlantic  City  branch." 

Mrs.  Ballantine  uttered  a  sharp  moan. 

"This  is  the  last  straw,"  she  cried.  "But  you 
brought  it  on  yourself,  Roger.  You  would  have 
them  pretty.  I  never  approved  of  it.  I  told  you 
80  again  and  again.  Where  did  I  put  my  smelling 
salts?  I  feel  positively  ill.  I  think  I'm  going  to 
faint" 

"No,  you're  not."  He  swung  round  to  meet 
this  disconcerting  rear  attack.  "You're  going  to 
help  me  decide  what's  best.  Tom,  take  your  mother 
upstairs  to  the  library." 

He  herded  them  toward  the  door  with  sweeping 
gestures,  and  Sheila  noticed  that  the  pale  girl  was 
no  longer  of  their  company.  Then,  just  short  of  the 
hall,  she  felt  a  not  unkindly  hand  grasp  her  arm  and 
draw  her  back. 

"I'd  like  to  believe  in  you,  my  giri,"  said  Roger 
Ballantine.  "It  may  help  if  you'll  answer  a  few 
questions  .while  we're  here  by  ourselves." 

Sheila  searched  his  face. 

"Will  it  be  fair  to  Tom?" 

A  ghost  of  a  smile  twitched  at  the  comers  of  his 
stem  mouth. 
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"If  I'm  not  fair  to  Tom,"  he  retorted,  "nobody  on 
God's  footstool  eve*  will  be.  No  boy  ever  had  a 
father  who  tried  harder  to  do  the  right  thing  by  him." 

"No  father  ever  had  a  better  son,"  she  said  with 
conviction. 

"Maybe  so.  But  he  hasn't  quite  cornered  the  wis- 
dom market  yet,  Harvard  notwithstanding.  There 
are  several  things  he  doesn't  know  much  about.  One 
of  them  is  how  to  make  a  living.  Another  is  women. 
You  have  the  advantage  of  him  on  both  counts." 

"He  knows  me,"  said  Sheila. 

"You  met  first  in  Atlantic  City?" 

"Yes." 

"Then  he's  mastered  the  subject  in  less  than  a 
fortnight!" 

She  made  a  little  defensive  gesture  as  if  warding  oflf 
his  sarcasm. 

"We  love  each  other,"  she  said.  "And  if' you 
love,  you  trust.  I  didn't  care  who  Tom  was.  It 
was  what  he  was  that  mattered.  And  he  felt  exactly 
the  same  way  about  me.  We  didn't  stop  to  think 
what  anybody  else  would  say  or  do.  We  were  —  oh 
it  was  like  the  undertow  that  sweeps  the  bathers 
out.  Of  course  he  ought  to  have  written  you  or  his 
mother.  He  would  have  done  it  if  we  hadn't  decided 
all  at  once  to  get  married.    It  was  over  in  no  time." 

"The  binding  part  of  the  transaction  usually  is. 
But  what  about  your  own  relations?  Had  you  no 
parents  to  consult  or  ignore?" 

"My  mother  has  been  dead  two  years." 

'.'And  your  father?" 

Sheila  opened  her  lips,  but  the  words  she  had  got 
by  rote  would  not  come.    Two  very  genuine  tears, 
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however,  started  at  the  same  instant  from  either  eye 
and  raced  each  other  to  her  cheeks.  Her  questioner 
noted  this  simple  phenomenon.  Somewhat  to  his 
astonishment,  he  also  thought  of  violets  and  dew. 

"You  lost  him  more  recently?"  he  suggested. 

She  drooped  her  head  in  assent. 

"What  was  his  name?" 

"Joseph  Moore." 

"And  his  business?" 

"Commercial  traveler,"  she  answered 
voice,  feeling  herself  on  firmer  ground, 
stoves." 

"Who  was  his  last  employer?" 

"A  firm  in  Philadelphia  —  the  R.  G.  Drew  Com- 
pany." 

"Was  that  where  you  lived?" 

"One  of  the  places.    We  moved  several  times." 

"To  other  cities?" 

"Yes." 

"That  must  have  cut  into  your  schooling." 

"Not  a  great  deal.  Mother  was  particular  about 
keeping  me  in  school.  She  used  to  teach  when  she 
was  a  girl  in  Maine." 

"And  you  went  to  work  for  Ballantine  and  Hoyt 
a  year  ago?" 

"Yes." 

"I  have  been  in  Atlantic  City  within  that  time." 

"I  know,"  she  said.  "It  was  toward  tiie  end  of 
February  that  you  came." 

"How  did  it  happen  that  I  didn't  see  you?" 

"I  had  taken  cold,  and  the  manager  sent  me  home. 
It  was  the  only  day  all  year  I  missed  work." 

"Was  it?"    His  eyes  gleamed  appreciatively.    "I 
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wish  more  of  the  girls  could  say  as  much."  He 
reflected  briefly,  still  holding  her  with  his  gaze. 
"We'll  go  upstairs  now." 

They  mounted,  not  by  the  path  of  glory,  but  by 
an  intimate  and  efficient  toy  oi  an  elevator  which 
captivated  Sheila's  fancy.  She  felt  that  if  she  were 
its  owner  she  would  push  its  surprising  buttons  by 
the  hour.  But  Roger  Ballantine  operated  it  as 
coldly  as  if  it  were  a  cash  register  and  turned  her 
out  in  a  sumptuous  central  chamber  with  rooms 
opening  all  round  and  the  balcony,  where  the  stair- 
case rose,  showing  in  haughty  majesty  at  its  far  end. 

Abruptly  she  found  herself  in  a  place  of  many 
books,  subdued  lights,  and  heavy  mental  gloom. 
Tom  was  pacing  before  the  hearth  like  a  sentry  who 
had  no  stomach  for  soldiering.  His  mother,  seated 
at  a  little  distance,  was  clinging  to  the  hand  of  the 
girl  of  mystery  who  started  up  at  their  coming  and, 
gliding  round  them,  slipped  noiselessly  out  of  the 
door.  Sheila  gave  her  but  a  glance.  Her  heart 
had  choked  with  pity  for  the  older  woman.  She  was 
weeping  with  the  still  grief  which  is  hardest  of  all  to 
look  upon.    Her  boy  might  have  been  dead. 

Sheila  walked  swiftly  across  to  her. 

"Have  I  hurt  you  so  much?"  she  asked.  "I'm 
sorry  for  that  —  truly  I  am.  But  you  want  Tom 
to  be  happy,  don't  you?" 

"He  was  happy."  Mrs.  Ballantine  dabbed  at 
her  eyes  with  a  handkerchief  never  meant  for  practical 
use.  "We  were  all  happy.  And  now  you've  upset 
everything  —  spoiled  all  our  plans.  I  didn't  know 
what  to  say  to  Ethel,  poor  girl.  I  could  hardly  look 
her  in  the  face." 
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"It's  none  of  Ethel's  business,"  broke  in  Tom, 
warm  in  color  and  speech.  "She  isn't  even  a  rela- 
tion." 

Sheila  turned  to  him. 

"Who  is  Ethel?" 

"Miss  Hoyt.  You  just  saw  her  here.  She's 
father's  ward,  the  daughter  of  his  fonner  partner. 
There's  nothing  between  us.  It's  all  rot  — sheer 
imagination." 

"Tom !"  wailed  his  mother. 

The  head  of  the  family  interfered. 

"This  is  no  post  mortem,"  he  said.  "Sit  down 
Sheila.  You  too,  Tom."  He  himself  remained 
standing  with  his  arms  loosely  crossed.  "Now  that 
we've  weathered  the  first  shock,"  he  went  on,  "I'd 
like  to  hear  more  of  the  details.  So  it  was  a  country 
justice  of  the  peace  who  married  you?" 
The  bridegroom  squirmed  in  his  chair. 
"Yes,  sir." 

"No  trouble  to  find  witnesses,  I  daresay?" 

"No,  sir.    We  had  two." 

"Who  were  they?" 

"One  was  a  law  clerk." 

"And  the  other?" 

"The  janitor  of  the  building,"  answered  Tom  with 
less  relish.  "Both  names  are  signed  to  the  certifi- 
cate." 

"I'll  take  a  look  at  the  document." 

Sheila  drew  the  paper  from  her  blouse,  and  he  read 
and  returned  it  without  comment. 

"Is  it  legal?'-  quavered  Mrs.  Ballantine.  "Is 
Tom  really  married?" 

Her  husband  shrugged. 
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'Haven't  you  the  boy's  word  for  it?  If  he  says 
he's  married,  he  is,  certificate  or  no  certificate.  It's 
not  the  legality,  but  the  pubUcity  of  this  affair  I'm 
trying  to  sift.  I  want  to  find  out  exactly  how  many 
people  know." 

"Why  shouldn't  everybody  in  the  world  know?  '* 
demanded  Tom. 

"  You'U  hear  m  a  minute.  What  did  you  do  after 
you  got  back  to  Atlantic  City?" 

"I  dropped  Sheila  near  her  boarding  house  and 
went  direcUy  to  the  store.  I  had  a  luncheon  engage- 
ment with  the  manager.  Naturally  I  wouldn't  tell 
him  or  any  one  else  before  you  and  mother." 

"And  you?"  He  faced  Sheila.  "How  did  you 
put  in  your  time?" 

"I  telephoned  the  manager  that  I  was  leaving  town 
and  went  home  and  finished  packing." 

"You  didn't  confide  in  your  landlady?" 

"No,  sir." 

"  Or  in  any  fellow  boarder  or  chance  acquaintance  ?  " 

"No,  Mr.  Ballantine." 

It  was  a  narrow  loophole,  but  it  served.  Tom  again 
bore  the  brunt  of  the  cross-examination. 

"I  judge  that  you  kept  well  out  of  the  limelight 
while  you  were  at  the  shore,"  said  his  father.  "Did 
your  name  get  into  the  local  papers  at  all?" 

"Only  once.  It  was  printed  among  the  hotel  arrivals 
—  misprinted  rather.    It  was  given  as  Valentine." 

"Valentine!  Ahnost  prophetic,  wasn't  it?"  He 
walked  the  length  of  the  hearth  rug,  halted  a  moment 
with  his  back  turned,  and  then  swung  round  in  quick 
decision.  "We'll  risk  it,"  he  said.  "Tom,  you'll 
leave  to-morrow  for  college." 
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"ForcoUege!" 

"As  soon  as  you  can  get  your  things  together." 
The  bridegroom's  face  mirrored  the  whirling  chaos 
of  his  mind.     '*, 

"Oh,  look  here!"  he  exploded.  "I'm  not  a  kid 
any  longer.  My  place  is  with  Sheila.  I'll  go  to 
work,  take  any  position  in  the  business  you  say; 
but  this  talk  of  going  back  to  college  is  foolish.  I 
can't  go  back  now.    They  wouldn't  let  me." 

"  They'll  let  yr  ^  if  the  news  of  your  marriage  doesn't 
leak  out.    You've  had  the  gumption  to  keep  it  quiet 
so  far,  and  I  propose  that  it  shall  be  kept  quiet  till 
you  finish  your  course  and  get  your  sheepskin.    God 
Ahnighty  only  knows  whether  it'll  be  worth  bringing 
home,  but  bring  it  you  shall.    Until  June,  then,  you 
two  will  see  each  other  at  such  times  and  under  such 
conditions  as  I  shall  dictate.    By  the  end  of  the  week 
I'll  have  this  girl  entered  as  my  ward  in  a  first-class 
school." 
Tom  bounced  wrathfully  to  his  feet. 
"Send  me  —  a  married  man  —  back  to  college!" 
he  exclaimed.    "Pack  my  wife  oflF  to  school!    What 
do  you  take  us  for  ?  " 

"I  know  what  I  take  you  for.  But  this  giri  shows 
signs  of  intelligence." 

'^Don'tUsten  to  him,  Sheila,"  ordered  Tom.    "This 
is  just  a  scheme  to  separate  us  and  break  up  our 
marriage." 
"Do  you  believe  that  ? "  asked  Roger,  turning  to  her. 
"No,"  she  said. 

"Sheila !"  cried  her  husband  in  passionate  reproach. 
"You  surely  don't  think  this  outrageous  proposal  is 
right?" 
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"Right?"  she  repeated  slowly.  "How  can  I  tell, 
Tom?  Even  your  father  isn't  sure  that  it's  worth 
your  while  to  graduate." 

Ballantine  brought  his  fist  crashing  down  on  the 
reading  table. 

"Right  or  wrong,"  he  shouted,  "it's  the  dose  you'll 
swallow,  young  man!  I  won't  have  the  plans  of 
years  knocked  in  the  head.  Before  you  were  knee 
high  I  made  up  my  mind  that  you'd  have  what  I 
couldn't  have  —  a  college  training.  I  didn't  know 
then  how  I'd  raise  the  money  to  see  it  through. 
Sometimes  I  ahnost  gave  up  hope,  things  looked  so 
black.  But  it  all  came  straight.  And,  by  heaven, 
it's  going  to  stay  straight!  You'll  do  your  part. 
You'll  stick  to  your  job  till  it's  dor*^.  You'll  nail 
down  that  degree." 

Tom  blinked  as  the  sturdy  fist  dramatized  the  nail- 
ing process  within  a  scant  yard  of  his  nose,  and  his 
years  and  pride  fell  from  him. 

"Mother!"  he  appealed,  reverting  to  the  tactics 
of  boyhood.  "Can't  you  do  something?  Can't  you 
make  him  see  how  stubborn  and  unreasonable  he 
is?" 

Mrs.  Ballantine  not  only  declined  the  heroic  task, 
but  supplied  tyranny  with  a  fresh  argimient. 

"You  ought  to  go  back  for  your  social  future  if 
nothing  more,"  she  declared.  "You  haven't  made 
the  most  of  your  opportunities  at  Harvard.  Your 
clubs  aren't  the  clubs,  Ethel  says,  and  as  for  your 
friends  — " 

"We'll  pass  that,"  interrupted  her  husband.  "He 
has  kept  off  the  dean's  black  list,  at  any  rate.  He 
hasn't  been  a  rowdy  or  a  loafer." 
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Coming  from  him  this  was  extravagant  praise,  but 
Tcmi  built  no  fal^  hopes  on  it.  He  tumid  in  pale 
determmation  to  Sheila.  *^ 

wnrH^  '"'?,  ^'^  ^°"'"  ^'  ^°^^  ^-  "I^  you  say  the 
word,  we'U  go  away  together.  I  can  4e  care  of 
you  somehow." 

uintf.^-'^^'*^*^^-  He'- lover  stood  once  more 
upon  his  pmnacle. 

"Of  course  you  can,"  she  replied.  "And  don't 
I  know  how  to  make  a  living?  But,  Tom,  it  isn't 
such  a  long  time  to  June."  »      «"  t 

wh^Ue  feU^ ^  ^'^^^'    ^"^ °°^  ^""^ ^^" ^^^ 

"You've  decided,"  he  said  tersely. 
^  "That's  the  talk!''    The  paternal  hand  dapped 
hun  vigorously  on  the  shoulder.    "Now  we'll  ad- 
joum."  «iu  «u 

"I  shan't  sleep  a  wink,"  complained  Mrs.  Ballan- 
tine,  nsmg.    "My  nerves  are  wrecked." 

Tom  ceased  to  be  inscrutable. 

''rU  show  you  to  your  room,  Sheila,"  he  said. 
Oh    your  mother  wUl  do  the  honors,"  assured 
his  father  blandly.    "You  will  bunk  with  me,  son 
I  ve  several  thmgs  to  say  to  you." 
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Mrs.  Ballantine  led  Sheila  to  her  room  like  a 
jailor  rather  than  a  hostess. 

"If  you  need  anything,"  she  said  with  icy  dviUty 
"my  own  maid  is  still  up."  ' 

"Thank  you,"  said  Sheila.  "I  won't  trouble  her. 
I  haven't  a  hook  or  button  that  I  can't  reach  myself." 

They  eyed  each  other  an  instant  at  the  threshold, 
and  the  girl  thought  the  older  woman  about  to  take 
pity  on  her  youth.  But  the  unpulse,  if  it  existed, 
came  to  nothing.  Without  another  syllable  Tom's 
mother  turned  her  back  and  went  in  bitter  martyr- 
dom away. 

SheUa  stared  through  scalding  tears  at  the  panels 
of  the  closed  door  and  began  with  trembling  fingers 
to  unpin  the  little  hat  of  the  jaunty  quill.  Then, 
groping  blindly,  she  dragged  herself  across  a  giant's 
room  and  flung  herself  face  downward  on  a  giant's 
bed.  The  day  of  days  was  over.  From  the  happiest 
she  had  become  the  most  unhappy  of  mortals. 

And  all  because  she  had  foUowed  the  advice  of 
Daddy  Joe.  But  Tor  that  rash  promise  of  hers  every- 
thing would  have  turned  out  differently.  She  and 
Tom  would  have  gone  honeymooning  like  other 
lovers.  His  people  would  have  had  to  accept  the 
situation.  There  would  have  been  no  thought  of 
banishing  him  to  college  and  her  to  school.    She 
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would  not  have  been  put  to  the  cruel  necessity  of 
taking  sides  against  her  husband.  Tom's  last  look 
had  cut  her  to  the  heart.  He  was  wretched,  too,  and 
through  no  fault  of  his  own.  It  was  her  doing  — 
and  Daddy  Joe's. 

Yet  she  could  not  blame  her  father.  Her  tears 
started  afresh  as  she  thought  of  his  unselfishness. 
Even  now  he  would  be  wondering  about  her,  pacing 
the  shore,  unable  to  sleep.  He  would  have  no  peace 
till  he  heard  from  her.  And  not  even  then.  She 
could  tell  him  only  that  she  was  miserable ;  that  she 
detested  the  elder  Ballantines;  that  the  one  was  a 
tyrant  and  the  other  a  snob ;  that  this  huge  house 
was  but  a  showy  prison  in  which  she  could  never, 
never,  never  feel  at  home. 

Whereupon  her  cheek  brushed  something  less  soft 
than  linen  and,  moving  her  head,  her  still  swimming 
eyes  took  curious  note  of  a  letter  embroidered  in  a 
comer  of  the  down-turned  sheet.  It  was  Old  Eng- 
lish, portly  and  impressive,  and  with  a  thrill  quite  at 
odds  with  her  late  musings,  it  came  to  her  that  this 
initial  was  now  her  own.  It  was  a  trifle  to  change 
her  viewpoint,  but  such  was  its  effect,  and  with  a 
stouter  courage  she  sat  up  and  looked  round.  It  was 
the  room  of  Tom's  choice,  and  the  color  which  gave 
it  its  name  glowed  delicately  in  the  silken  canopy 
above  her  head,  in  the  window  hangings,  the  shaded 
lights  and  the  upholstery,  and  even  lent  a  ribbon 
of  warmth  to  the  white  tiling  of  a  luxurious  bath 
beyond.  A  Blue  Room  would  have  plunged  her  in 
still  lower  spirits.  The  Rose  Room  restored  her 
optimism.  After  a  minute  survey  of  its  glories,  she 
became    distinctly    less    miserable;  she    suspended 
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judgment  on  the  elder  Ballantines;  she  found  fea- 
tures to  admire  in  their  house.  By  the  time  her 
eyes  grew  heavy,  the  walls  had  shrunk  to  fair  pro- 
portions and  the  bed  of  the  silken  canopy  seemed 
none  too  large. 

It  was  six-thirty  by  the  French  clock  on  the  French 
mantelpiece  when  she  woke,  and  the  force  of  habit 
tumbled  her,  flushed  and  drowsy,  out  of  bed  before 
she  recalled  that  she  was  no  longer  an  employee  of  the 
mighty  Ballantines,  but  a  Ballantine  herself.  After 
that  she  could  no  more  have  nodded  oflf  than  Cin- 
derella in  her  golden  coach.  She  dressed  with  the 
leisureliness  of  holidays,  but  at  that  it  was  only  a 
quarter  past  seven  when  a  mirror,  in  which  she  could 
actually  see  her  shoes,  assured  her  that  she  had  done 
her  best.  It  was  now  her  regular  breakfast  hour, 
and  her  appetite  was  punctual. 

What  breakf'ft  meant  in  the  Ballantine  house- 
hold became  a  theme  for  poignant  conjecture.  Would 
she  be  summoned  to  a  stately  ceremony  which  would 
chill  the  food  in  her  very  mouth  ?  But,  as  the  minutes 
lapsed,  this  phase  of  the  question  lost  significance. 
How  they  ate  ceased  to  matter.  The  vital  point  was 
when?  At  half  after  eight,  grown  reckless,  she 
pushed  an  electric  button,  and  with  startling  prompt- 
ness a  maid,  who  fell  far  below  the  B  &  H  standard 
of  beauty,  stood  faintlv  smiling  at  the  door.  Any 
smile  was  a  comfort,  and  Sheila  beamed  her  brightest 
in  return. 

"Am  I  up  frightfully  ear!y?"  she  asked. 

"Ah,  no."  The  servant's  smile  gained  in  warmth. 
"Will  mademoiselle  have  her  coffee  here  or  down- 
stairs in  the  breakfast  room?" 
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Sheila  was  at  once  harrowed  by  the  fe,*f  that  coffee 
meant  literally  coffee  and  stirred  by  the  fact  that  she 
had  been  addressed  as  "mademoiselle"  by  a  bona 
fide  French  maid. 

"In  the  breakfast  room,"  she  said,  hoping  to  find 
Tom  there  alone. 

Shy  of  exposing  her  ignorance  of  the  house,  she 
put  no  further  queries.  Giving  the  toy  elevator 
and  its  complicated  buttons  a  wide  berth,  she  rather 
gingerly  descended  the  grand  staircase  and,  en- 
countering the  human  butler  at  the  foot,  went  the 
rest  of  the  way  in  his  convoy. 

"Are  any  of  the  family  down?"  she  inquired. 

"Yes,  miss,"  he  said.    "Mr.  Ballantine,  as  usual." 

Unlucky  choice!  Clearly  it  was  not  Tom  she 
would  have  to  herself.  But  there  was  no  turning 
back  now.  She  was  in  the  very  door  of  the  breakfast 
room.  Her  father-in-law's  glance  vaulted  the  rims 
of  his  eye-glasses  and  the  top  of  his  newspaper  and 
fastened  on  her  own. 

"Morning,"  he  shot  at  her.  "Unexpected  pleas- 
ure." And  to  the  servant:  "Give  Miss  Moore  a 
seat  by  me." 

She  sank  meekly  into  a  chair  at  his  elbow  and 
drew  a  plebeian  banana  from  a  silver  basket  of 
otherwise  patrician  fruit  which  the  man  offered. 

"Used  to  a  real  breakfast,  aren't  you?"  asked 
her  host. 

"Whatever  there  is,"  she  said. 

"There's  anything  you  want." 

Sheila  looked  at  his  plate  for  guidance  and  was 
astounded  to  recognize  a  familiar  friend. 

"Some  of  that,  please,"  she  requested. 
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**Good  judgment,"  said  Roger  Bajlantine.    "They 
fcup  this  corned  beef  hash  speciaUy  for  me,  and  it'ii 

The  strmt  went  deftly  to  and  fro  for  an  interval 
Md  finally,  at  a  sign  from  the  head  of  the  table,  left 
them  alone     Mr.  Ballantine  expeUed  a  deep  biath 
of  relief  and  tossed  his  newspaper  to  the  floor 
.V         n    ^  «^<^'"  he  said.    "I've  been  through 

.n^^K  "^'"^..^^^  ^^  Philadelphia  both-- 
and  there  isn't  a  hne  about  it.  New,  if  the  Jersey 
journalists  don't  get  the  scent,  everything  will  be  m 
nght  as  rain."  '       e         -^  •■ 

"I  hope  so,"  said  Sheila. 

That  8  the  only  way  to  get  anywhere.  But  you 
hiow  that.  You  couldn't  have  worked  a  year  in  a 
B  &  H  shop  without  learning  it.  You  found  that 
the  goods  you  had  the  strongest  beUef  in  were  the 
goods  you  sold  easiest.  Well,  it's  the  same  with  this 
proposition.  You've  got  to  believe  in  it.  You've 
got  to  make  Tom  believe  in  it." 

''Haven't  you  done  that?"  she  asked. 

No,"  he  admitted  frankly.    "Last  night  I  didn't 

quite  practice  what  I  preach.    That's  why  I'm  asking 

your  help  to-day.    I  count  on  you  to  send  Tom 

away  in  the  right  frame  of  mind -ready  to  eat 

wcceid^  ^  *^°''  ^^  '^"^  ^^''  ^  ^'  ^^«^  to 

"I  must  see  him  alone,"  she  stipulated. 
Of  course." 
"Shall  I  wait  here?" 

*!,"??'  ^*  breakfasted  long  ago.    I'll  send  him  to 
the  hbrary  m  about  half  ao  hour.    You  wwi't  be 
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diiturbed  there.    Nobody  reads  in  this  family.    I 
can't  take  the  tfane,  and  the  others  won't" 

After  this  confidence  he  lapsed  into  sOence  till 
she  had  finished,  when  he  lit  an  unmistakably  bad 
cigar  and,  as  if  taking  it  for  granted  that  she  was  now 
at  home,  abruptly  quitted  her  society.  Braced  by 
the  superlative  hash,  Sheila  mounted  the  grand  stair- 
case without  a  tremor. 

By  daylight  the  library  was  less  forbidding.  The 
sun  warmed  its  somewhat  somber  beams  and  shelving 
and  cheerily  picked  out  the  gold  of  the  bindings. 
Sheila  skimmed  a  few  of  the  trim  ranks  in  red  morocco, 
but  "Works  of"  seemed  the  prevailing  title,  and  she 
decided  that  the  indifferent  family  knew  very  well 
what  they  were  about.  A  terrestrial  globe  of  heroic 
dimensions  struck  her  fancy,  however,  and  she 
turned  it  with  genuine  interest  till  Tom  slammed  a 
solid  door  behind  him  and  put  an  end  to  her  travels. 

"What  are  you  doing?"  he  demanded. 

"  Improving  my  mind,"  she  said.  "  Good  morning, 
dear." 

He  stood  by  the  door,  regarding  her  sternly. 

"I  believe  you  were  just  spinning  to  see  it  go," 
he  averred. 

"Weir,  what  of  it?"  She  went  jniling  to  meet 
him.  "It's  better  than  moping  over  what  can't 
be  helped.    Aren't  you  going  to  kiss  me?" 

His  look  implied  that  his  mood  was  too  austere 
for  kisses,  but  Sheila  put  her  lips  within  an  inch  of 
his,  and  he  fell  to  her  plane  without  tedious  delay. 

"I've  had  a  horrible  night,"  he  said  presently. 

'  ''oor  Tom ! "  she  sighed.    "  Couldn't  you  sleep  ? " 

*•  With  father  talking  his  head  off  i" 
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"Wwhe?" 

"TUl  aU  hours.    And  even  then  I  couldn't  get  • 
wink.     I   just    thought   and    thought.    But   you 
■Iq)t.    I  can  tell  it  by  your  eyes." 
"Not  till  very  late." 

"I  don't  see  how  you  could  sleep  at  all.    But  you 
don  t  take  Ais  as  seriously  as  I  do.    You  don't 
appreciate  what  it  means.    Why,  Sheila,  I  can  only 
see  you  once  in  a  whUe-like  this-just  as  if  we 
were  merely  engaged." 
Sheila  brushed  back  his  indignant  forelock. 
Oh,  weU,"  she  returned,  "we  haven't  had  a  real 
engagement  yet,  you  know." 
Her  husband's  expression  grew  tense. 
"But  it's  infamous,"  he  exclaimed.    "We  mirht 
as  well  not  be  married."  ^*^ 

She  let  her  hand  fall  and  drew  back  a  trifle. 
We  know  we  are,  Tom.    That  makes  all  the 
dmerence  m  the  world." 
"Does  it?" 

"Of  course.  Don't  we  belong  to  each  other?" 
Legally."  His  gaze  hardened. 
And  we  can  write,"  she  added.  "Your  father 
won  t  object  to  that.  You  must  send  me  real  love 
letters,  Tom.  I'll  look  for  one  every  day.  And  I'll 
answer  every  day.  You'll  find  out  how  much  I  care 
tor  you. 

"I'm  finding  out  now,"  he  burst  forth  bitterly. 
This  cold-blooded  plan  of  father's  suits  you  ex- 
actly.  It  wiU  be  all  the  same  to  you  if  we  never  see 
each  other  between  now  and  June.  You're  going  to 
have  a  lot  of  swagger  clothes  and  attend  a  fasWon- 
able  sclioo.,  and  it  has  turned  your  head.    You 
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♦  ii.  .K.  of  a  school.    I'd  a  thousand  times  rather 

>'  C.W  1  living  till  you're  through  college    But 

»•   :  f  )1.    I  know  that  I  need  a  better  educar 

*r.  J  I'll  gdng  to  get  it  for  your  sake.    I  don't 

vou    v-r  to  leel  ashamed  of  me,  Tom.    And 

'I    a;"'    ,i.      against  you.    Your  father's 

your  I  you  could  only  see  it." 

at  arc      I    if  he  had  discovered  strange  new 


swit':!ied  over  to  father's  side  the  minute  he  men- 
tionelii." 

"How  ran  you  be  10  unjust?"  she  cried.  "I 
hate  the  i-ought  of  going  to  school  again  —  at  least 
to  tt  ♦  '       -'  — *---'     •• '     -•  - 

earn 

ticm 

want 
I  h.> 
8idt^ 

He 
subtle  vies  ii    '*     feminine  mind  and  thenTSie  "the 
downright  luaie  he  was,  came  charging  back  to  the 
primal  issue. 

"\ou  couldn't  split  hairs  that  way  if  you  were 
truly  in  love,"  he  declared.  "You  wouldn't  hunt  for 
reasons  and  excuses.  You'd  simply  want  to  come 
to  me  as  I  want  you  to  come  —  not  next  June,  but 
now." 

Her  mouth  trembled  piteously  and  with  a  child- 
like gesture  she  put  out  her  hands  to  him. 

"Can't  you  — oh,  can't  you  see,  Tom,  that  I 
adore  you,  that  it  breaks  my  heart  to  say  good-by 
even  for  a  littie  while?  Don't  make  it  harder  for 
me  than  it  is  ab-eady.  I  don't  know  how  I'm  going 
to  live  without  you.  I  shan't  have  a  happy  moment 
after  you  go.  I  —  I  shall  count  the  days  till  we  can 
be  together  for  always." 

He  swooped  upon  her,  fiercely  possessive. 

"There  won't  be  any  days  to  count,"  he  asserted. 
"I  won't  give  you  up." 

"You're  hurting  me,"  she  gasped,  when  she  could. 
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"I  don't  care.    You've  hurt  me." 

She  struggled  agaiiut  him,  half  afraid,  and  then 
cw«d  to  "jrugglc.  He  had  become  an  embodied 
whirlwmd,  she  a  leaf  In  the  gale. 

"There I"  he  ejaculated,  releasing  her.  "We'U 
have  no  more  nonsense." 

Sheila  rubbed  her  bruised  lips. 

"You've  acted  like  a  bully,"  riie  said  angrily.  "I 
won  t  let  you  maul  me  like  —  like  that  " 

"Don't  tantalize  me  then,"  he  warned.    "And 
get  your  bag  ready.    We'U  dig  out  of  here  at  once." 
No,  we  won't,"  she  replied.    "We've  agreed  to 
do  as  your  father  wishes." 

"You  did  the  agreein-  But  the  real  say-so  is 
mine.    So  pack  your  things  " 

"No."  * 

"But  you've  got  to  do  as  I  tefl  yoi'  now.  It's 
your  duty  as  my  wife." 

"Not  if  you're  in  the  wrong.  And  you  are.  You'U 
look  at  everything  diflFerently  in  a  day  or  two  You'U 
realiz2  that  your  father  is  right." 

"Father  is  a  damned  fool." 

uJS^rf^''  rebuked.    "WTiat  if  he  heard  >'ou?" 
Oh,  he  doesn't  mind,"  said  a  toleran!  voice  fr-  m 
the  door.    "I  often  felt  that  way  about  mv  fat  ^ 
before  I  cut  my  eye  teeth.    Son.  you've  just  time  to 
make  your  train  comfortably." 

Tom  glared  from  one  to  the  other. 

bitZw   %T  '^'  ^''^  '"'^  ^'  «^'"  ^^  «^d 

il     C:    ,    t'^T^''  y^"  ^^°  ^  ^"^^^  ^^  "fusion 
Jeft.    You'a  be  kinder  to  a  dop/' 

The  girl  gave  a  Uttle  moan  oi  pam. 

It  isn't  true,"  she  protested. 
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"It  is  true."    He  rounded  on  her  in  cold  fury 

"You're  as  hard  as  he  is.    You're  for  number  one 

every  time.    I'm  a  meal  ticket,  that's  all.    You 

showed  your  true  colors  as  soon  as  you  got  me  hooked. 

You  wouldn't  go  away  with  me  as  any  other  wife 

would.    You  bamboozled  me  into  coming  back  here 

so  that  you  could  fix  things  with  hun.    And  now 

you're  knuckling  in  to  everything  he  demands.    And 

you  have  the  cheek  to  pretend  that  you're  doing  it 

for  my  sake.    But  you  can't  pull  the  wool  over  my 

eyes  any  longer.    You  married  me  for  what  you  could 

get  out  of  me,  just  as  you'd  have  married  him  if 

you'd  had  the  chance." 

His  father  strode  across  the  room  and  clutched 
him  by  the  collar. 

"Eat  your  words,  you  cub!"  he  commanded: 
"Apologize  to  your  wife ! " 

"Oh,  no!"  pleaded  Sheila,  horrified  at  the  turn 
of  affairs.    "He  doesn't  mean  it  —  he  can't  mean  it " 

Roger  Ballantine  tightened  his  hold. 

"Apologize!"  he  repeated. 

But  Tom,  chalky  white,  wrenched  himself  with  a 
defiant  oath  from  that  shameful  pillory,  rushed  to 
the  door  and,  without  a  backward  glance,  vanished 
tragically  from  their  view. 
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CHAPTER  FIVE 

Wrm  no  clear  notion  of  how  she  got  there  Sheila 
He"lifrfK^''P^«  ^'^  ^*^«^'  Ball^tin?riSS^ 

sobbed  ""^^^  "'""'^  °^  *^«>"  ^e 

"We!" 

have^SldTnfr^^'*^^"' ^^^'^^  You  shouldn't 
nave  tned  to  make  hun  apologize.  And  I  ~  I  oueht 
to  have  been  more  kind."  Aougnt 

He  held  her  off  at  arm's  length. 

TTou've  shown  backbone  so  far,"  he  said  roughly. 
■t>on  t  turn  jellyfish  now."  ««*"/• 

His  harsh  injunction  steadied  her.    She  became 
a  vertebrateonce  more  and  in  token  of  it  stood  STe 

^  rm  not  very  old,"  she  said. 
No,     he  rejoined,  "but  you  have  a  level  head 
Your  coming  straight  here  was   a  pretty  sl^ewd 
move  for  a  girl  of  eighteen."  ^ 

Sheila's  color  quickened. 

ioZX'Ziz-^  "^  """^  "^ «»' 

meataiy.    I  m  aierely  giving  you  credit  for  braiiu." 
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"I  didn't  show  brains  in  getting  married  as  I  did," 
she  said  in  an  altered  tone.    "It  was  like  a  dream." 
"I  daresay.    Butjrou  woke  up  quicker  than  most. 
And  you've  been  wide  awake  ever  since.    Whatever 
your  motives —  and  I  think  better  of  them  than 
Tom  does  at  this  minute  —  you  have  done  the  square 
thing  by  me,  and  I'm  going  to  do  the  square  thing 
by  you.    As  I  told  you  last  night,  I'U  put  you  in 
school  — one  of  the  best  — and  I'll  put  you  there 
as  my  ward.    I  shan't  stint  you.    You'll  have  the 
best  that's  to  be  had  — clothes,  pocket  money,  aU 
the  priAileges  of  a  rich  girl." 
"I  don't  want  them,"  she  said. 
"Eh!    What  bee  is  in  your  bonnet  now?    You 
can't  go  back  to  clerking,  and  I  won't  support  you 
in  idleness." 

"It  isn't  school  I  mind,"  she  told  him.    "Nobody 
knows  better  than  I  how  much  I  need  it.    But  the 
other  things  — no.    It's  like  paying  me  for  making 
Tom  miserable." 
"So  that's  how  you  look  at  it?*' 
"Yes.    Don't  think  me  ungrateful." 
^^  "\ye'll  leave  gratitude  out  of  this,"  he  said  dryly. 
I'And  you'U  have  to  shift  your  viewpoint.    This 
isn't  a  bribe  I'm  proposmg.    It's  a  test  —  the  stiffest 
test  of  character  I  know.    I  want  to  find  out  whether 
you  can  stand  prosperity." 

She  looked  at  him  and  wondered  whether  she  could 

ever  find  the  way  to  his  heart. 

"Very  well,"  she  assented.    "I'll  go." 

"I  thought  you  would,"  he  said,  with  a  lurking 

smile.    "Mrs.   Ballantine  wiU   take  you  shopDing 

by  and  by."  ^   * 
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He  left  ha  «s  wiccremoniously  as  before,  and  she 
went  forlornly  to  her  room.    Her  trunk,  unstrapped 
now  intruded  a  shabby  note  in  the  color  scheme?^d 
she  had  no  sooner  entered  than  the  maid  she  had 

hl^  '  ^^^  *^  ^^'  **^'  *^  *^«*  ^o' 

"I'll  unpack  myself,"  said  Sheila. 

The  woman  spread  her  hands. 

"It  is  madame's  order,"  she  explained. 

There  seemed  nothing  for  it  but  to  submit,  and 
Sheila  watched  her  with  ruthless  efficiency  strew  the 
bed  and  a  chaise  longue  with  the  contents  of  her 
trunk  and  suitcase.  When  the  exposure  was  com- 
plete  she  gave  a  satisfied  "VoiUl"  and  disappeared 
A  moment  later  came  another  knock,  and  Tom's  wife 
and  rom  s  mother  once  more  stood  face  to  face. 

I  have  come  to  go  over  your  wardrobe  and  see 
what  you  need,"  she  stated  in  a  '--lorless  voice 

Sheila  made  way  for  her  in  sUencc,  and  she  passed 
slowly  from  the  bed  to  the  chaise  longue  with  an  air 
sornethmg  between  that  of  a  tenement  inspector 
and  a  royal  personage.  But  the  girl  divined  that  she 
had  her  share  of  human  curiosity,  and  she  was  quick 
to  sense  a  growing  relief  in  her  manner 

..;2^S''  "^''"  ^^  ^^'  ^^^«  ^  ^^^-- 

"I  did,"  said  Sheila. 

Mrs.  Ballantine  gave  the  garment  a  closer  scrutiny 
before  she  laid  it  down.  ^ 

"You  hurried  over  the  buttonholes,"  she  com- 
niented. 

Yes,"  said  Sheila.    "Buttonholes  don't  interest 
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'Nor  me,"  added  her  visitor  une:q)ected]y. 

The  topic  was  evidently  e]ikausted,  and  another 
silence  fell.  But  presenUy  the  exploring  eyes  wan- 
dered to  a  small  coUection  of  footgear  marshaled 
by  the  trunk  and  fixed  disapprovingly  on  a  pair  of 
fawn-colored  boots  which  laced  up  the  back. 

"Those  don't  go  with  your  other  belongings. 
They're  decidedly  common."  ~   "" 

"I  know  it,"  admitted  the  girl.  "They're  one  of 
my  mistakes." 

"Then  why  have  you  kept  them ? " 

"I  thought  they  might  do  for  rainy  weather  if  I 
could  get  them  dyed." 

"Throw   them  away,"   ordered   Mrs.   Ballantine 
with  a  faint  echo  of  her  husband's  decision.    "And 
by  the  way:  I  understand  that  there  is  some  kind 
of  a  crated  box  in  the  basement.    What  is  in  it?" 

"Mainly  linen." 

"Linen?" 

"Things  my  mother  inherited  —  others  that  she 
made  for  me." 

"Housekeeping  articles?" 
"Yes." 

"  Then  it's  a  marriage  chest  ?  " 

"I  suppose  that  is  the  right  name  for  it." 

Mrs.  Ballantine's  reflections  were  obscure.  And 
bnef. 

"We'U  go  out  now,"  she  said  abruptiy.  "Meet 
me  downstairs  in  ten  minutes.  And  wear  the  hat 
you  had  on  last  night." 

The  maid  reentered  and,  as  she  ah-eady  knew  all 
there  was  to  learn,  Sheila  let  her  have  her  way  with 
her  chattels  without  a  quahn.    Eighteen  is  a  plastic 
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age.  Yesterday  she  could  not  have  conceived  of 
grandng  ajiy  one  this  freedom.  To-dayT^^ 
a  matter  of  course.  ^       seemed 

Less  as  a  matter  of  course  vet  w{*i»  b-u« 

and  «t  ford!  on  the  incredible  adventure  of  shopp^K 
with  an  unhmited  purse.  But  that  is  rhetoric^! 
«ahty  was  stJl  more  wonderful.    It  was  her  mother! 

L^  nf  ?''^'  ""u"^  ^^  "°^^t«J-  She  paM  for 
none  of  her  purchases.  The  famous  shops  trust^ 
her  as  if  die  owned  them.    She  walked  in  Te  m^rS 

^^%r?  I  ^ti''  ^^"^-  Great  wTs  her  glo '' 
and  Sheila,  bathed  in  its  reflected  light  eniovi  Vh^ 
homage  of  a  princess  royal.  '    ^^^  ^^ 

Had  she  never  stood  behind  a  counter  this  af 
mo^h«.e  might  have  made  her  riddy  Z  t 
was,  she  kept  her  head  and  even  t^^a  c^tici 
mterest  m  the  salesmanship.  In  fact  she  achS^  m 
^?J  P'^^,?^  ^t  to  one  or  two  of  thfcle^  wh^ 
toiled  at  Mrs.  BaUantine's  bidding  She  rSl^^ 
as  they  did  not  that  here  was  a  ctfomer  whol^^ 
values  as  weU  as  a  dressmaker  and  h^pre^:  He" 
^^   bufS,""!""-    Shena's  opinion'^she  Lltm 

selections,    lliey  had  the  simplicity  which  costs 
They  pro>aded  for  every  need,  indoor  or  out,  S 

Tctf^fi  h'"^'-.  ^^^«^y^e questioned ;h"to 
sue  could  find  use  for  a  gannent. 

"Ethel  did,"  said  Mrs.  BaUantine. 
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flectog.  Mrs.  Ballantine  was  human,  and  the 
fmh  loveliness  the  sweet  dodlity,  the  surprising 
refinement  of  her  son's  headlong  choice  tempered 

tZ  '^^?l\^  they  lunched  together  on  Sms 
which  astonished  them  both. 

It  was  a  restaurant  that  at  the  mention  of  New  York 

fS^'f*  'tf  ^  ^  °^^  "  ^"^  Avenue,  which 
mdeed  it  neighbored,  and  it  was  peopled  with  women 

1^1  occasional  man  who  clearly  could  afford  to 
be  there.  When  she  had  given  her  order  Mrs.  Ballan- 
tme  mentioned  tiie  names  of  a  few  of  tiiese  people, 
^ey  were  impressive  names,  by  metropoUtan^d- 
Mds,  and  tiieir  owners  seemed  to  know  one  another 
well.  At  moments  some  one's  enti-ance  or  departure 
would  set  tiie  bright-hued  autumn  hats  nodding  lie 
poppi^  in  a  wheatfield.    But  Mrs.  BaUantine  took 

but  Ae  head  w^ter.  Sheila  puzzled  a  littie  over 
^;  but  her  mother-m-law  dropped  a  remark  which 
po^bly  accounted  for  her  reserve. 

"Some  of  tiiem  have  been  divorced  tiiree  times  " 
she  said.  v««ca, 

J.^^V"  .^^  ^^'^^^  ^^^^  ^ere  the  cul- 
pnts.    "How  dreadful!" 

"It's  disgusting." 

"I  suppose  you  don't  beKeve  in  divorce?" 
a  pitfoil^*"^'^^  "^"^^^  ^^^  up  as  if  she  spied 

T  r^!^  "^°'"  ^^  ^^  ^^"^y-  "But  tiiree  - 
1  don  t  know  what  to  call  it." 

"A  habit?"  suggested  Sheila. 

A  delicate  problem  in  forks  claimed  her  attention. 

but  her  hostess  seemed  an  autiiority  on  etiquette! 
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fc1*f««M      M  *'  ™  ''*'^  ^  ^«^*  to  ttt  at  ^ 

aSEn  *?**  ?"'  ^  *°  eight-thousandKlor 
autonobUe  or  leaving  one's  intimate  possessions  in 
the  hands  of  a  French  maid.  i'^wcssions  m 

M«^lii'  t-^^^^  T^^^y  ^^'  y°"'  °^  cou^'e,"  said 
Mrs  Ba^^ianUne  as  If  she  read  her  thoughts. 

Yes,"  said  the  girl  with  a  start.    "I  was  fririit. 
fuUy  nen^ous  when  I  came  in  and  saw  wlirkSd  of 

^oSJ^VgoZng""^  '  "^^"^^  '  '  ^^^^^  ^-  I 

M^  BaUantine  looked  surprised  and  gratified. 
,.  ,.T^**l.^^  ^ay  to  learn,"  she  said  with  a  cor- 

watch  people  who  know." 

k  t?.^„    ?>,-^ '"^.'^  '"'y- ""d I'" »"« stand 
m  the  way  of  his  getting  on.    TUfs  why  I  be^ 

ton  to  obey  Us  father.  He  was  furious  wfth  m^ 
MidtOTiblethmgs.  He  accused  me  of  bemg<»MMd 
«iennngand«Uf„rmyself.  And  he  went  a^ tZ 
out  sayjng  good-by-as  U  he  despised  me"  X 
2«  Wtemi  at  the  recoUection,  and  through  .  to 
ll.  .'"w"""'^"''  "'"t  »°  embartaa^gl^a 
omtntely.      But  I  m  uot  going  to  bt«ak  down." 
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*'Indeed  you're  not,"  exclaimed  Mrs.  BaUantine 
with  more  force  than  tenderness.  "What  would 
these  people  think?" 

Sheila  swallowed  the  lump  in  her  throat  and  smiled. 

"I  don't  believe  the  three-divorce  women  would 
be  shocked,"  she  said.  "It's  what  you  fhink  that 
matters." 

Her  mother-in-law  relaxed. 

"I  think  with  my  husband  that  you  have  shown 
good  sense,"  she  admitted.  "And  of  course  it  is 
a  relief  to  find  you  well  mannered  and  refined.  You 
surely  can't  expect  me  to  say  more  at  this  time?" 

"I  didn't  expect  you  to  say  anything.  In  your 
place  I  doubt  if  I'd  be  even  civil." 

Her  candor  proved  contagious. 

"I  want  to  be  fair,"  said  Mrs.  Ballantine.  "But 
it  came  like  a  thunderclap,  this  marriage.  I  can't 
adjust  myself  to  it  in  a  day.  You  are  too  young  to 
understand." 

"I  was  too  young  at  this  time  yesterday,"  Sheila 
replied.  "But  last  night  when  I  came  into  the 
library  and  saw  you  —  well,  all  at  once  I  felt  older. 
I  don't  regret  marrying  Tom,  but  I  am  sorry  that  it 
hurt  you,  and  I'll  do  everything  I  can  to  make  it  up 
to  you." 

Mrs.  Ballantine  stared  into  her  finger  bowl. 

"After  all,"  she  said  abrupUy,  "I  believe  I'll  take 
the  silver  fox.  It  suits  you  better  than  the  set  we 
chose." 

Whether  or  not  the  costly  furs  were  meant  to  be 
symbolic,  the  atmosphere  lost  its  chill,  i  with  it, 
Sheila  almost  dared  hope,  went  the  moti.  's  bitter- 
ness and  distrust.    There  were  no  more  advances. 
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They  spoke  rather  less  than  heinrm  «.  ♦!. 

of  the  Dark«     p;^:       j  ^  '°  "*®  "^'  spaces 

her  whole  confidenc^to  ^1%^^^     Z«T' 
a  c.«^  of  suburbs  rocky  fierZr5;oui?"^ "ubtS 

tr     r  f,  ''"'"''y  ?"■»■»  of  dinner  in  tlie  air 

said     "strnn^t  ''T''.'^  "'  *" '"™'  '0  *«s,"  she 

tag  •  It  oueht  M  K  ^'  P?^  '™^''  ^  "*  *hi»  "on.! 
mg    It  ought  to  be  very  becoming  to  you,  Sheila  " 

Twenty  minutes  sufficed  her,  and  she  sat  dm^n  In 
!^™"°'7«*  »  perfectly  chim^  vSth  h«  rs^ate 
h«'  ^'*"«'  '^^  ''«"  '"  which  h"7aX 

wrlte.'-butU.rautrt.'V''^"'  °''<"'y  J«''  ^■'« 

ar"  M-iX-Wrbr^-; 
to  finish  hs  course  -  did  I  teU  you  that  he  is  a  seSof  ? 
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—  and  I  am  to  have  a  year  more  of  school.    It  was 
decided  last  night,  and  since  then  I  have  only  seen 
Tom  for  a  few  minutes.    You  see  nobody  is  to  know 
we  are  married  till  he  is  out  of  college.    He  couldn't 
go  back  If  they  knew.     Doesn't  that  seem  odd? 
You  would  thmk  they'd  be  glad  to  have  the  students 
many.    It  would  steady  them  so.    I  miss  Tom 
dreadfully  (you  too)  and,  though  I  tried  to  hide  it 
from  hun,  it  seems  a  century  to  next  June.    I'U  have 
to  study  <hiy  and  night  to  keep  from  thinking  about 
it.    I  dont  know  yet  where  I  am  going,  but  Mr. 
BaUanUne  says  it  wiU  be  one  of  the  finest  schools. 
I  hke  Mr.  Ballantme.    You'd  never  dream  he  was 
r  i^.    r^^  *^  manner,  I  mean.    He  even  likes 
hash!    But  his  house  is  simply  a  palace,  and  I  only 
hope  I  can  buy  a  postcard  of  it  to  send  you.    And 
oh,  you  ought  to  see  my  room  1    It's  all  in  rose,  and 
lom  picked  it  out  for  me  because  I  like  that  color 
best.    Wasn't  it  dear  of  him?    He  takes  after  his 
mother^  and  I  like  her.    She  has  bought  me  the  most 
wonderful  clothes  and  taken  me  for  a  long  motor 
nde- you  ought  to  see  her  limousine  (if  that's  how 
you  speU  it?)  —  and  a  moment  ago  she  called  me  hv 
my  first  name.    That  looks  as  if  she  did  not  harbor 
anythmg  against  me,  doesn't  it?    I'm  just  sure  I've 
forgotten  half  the  things  I  meant  to  say,  but  I  want 
you  to  know  straight  ofif  that  everything  is  all  right 
and  that  I'm  so  hap  —  '*  «>  6 

Hours  later  she  mustered  courage  to  complete  that 
hlting  word  and  add  a  fervent  vow  that  she  would 
never  forget  the  most  unselfish  father  in  the  world 
But  there  were  tear  stains  on  the  letter. 


CHAPTER  SrX 

She  had  discovered  the  unpleasant  fact  th«*  t     » 
mother  was  something  of  »  JTu,     ,     ^^  *"**  Horn's 

had  been  present  a^^dSLer^l""'  ^?'*"  «°^' 
recognued  that  SheUa  cZb^r^l^  "J"^"^  '^ 
was  the  beginnimt  and  A.  .  j  'Jl""''-  Bw  that 
table  taU.  ^i.S  ^U^^.:^  ^^er"^ n"'^'  «f 
head,  drcled  round  the  comiZ  ^  newcomer's 

say  life  of  some  sch«ir^5T\"*'°"  "">  *« 
stockbroker.  Then  J^  >,"'"''  *'"  '»<'  ">art«l  a 
took  another  tacklr^^'"*'™  '--"ion,  »he 

sistence  on  outinsts  she  h»i?^j  -.u  "a<''l">wg  per- 
melancholy  tinged  tee  ISfn-  ""*  ^°'"-  '^  ^"S*' 
have  thought  ZtlLy^A  ''"r'^^™"^  One  would 
or  that  shfwal  h"  w.l'w*'"'^  ''°P"^^'y  ">  ">e  dogs 

ha^^du^S'thr  StST^'i"'  ^""'^  ""'<' 
h^d  been  the  saTw^mai  Ik" t//.  "'  ^""""""^ 
But  she  was  not  Sud,  rl  u  ^"  "  ""^  ''«"• 
t"  her  daughte^fa  law  „        "^  "  ^'  addressed 

only  to  Pilf  higher  ttesSarh""-''"'^  »«  ''"«' 
genious  Ithel  hli'aitd.Twa:™^'",  K  *^  »■ 
'?g.  and  no  sturdily  mascu^ne  D.S^^'f',^^  ^'^^ 
"gors.     RoiTPr    Roiio  4.'  presence  reheved  its 

"hom  his  SsL.  1  "'"l,  *"'   »''«'>'   and    Ben 

^'~- -^-r^d-^h:tT;;,"'h^ 
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worn  skirts.  Shdla  could  recall  nothing  that  she 
had  eaten,  but  dimly  remembered  using  the  wrong 
silver. 

Yes ;  Tom's  mother  was  something  of  a  chameleon 
•nd  if  her  evening  hue,  faithful  copy  of  Ethel's,  wa^ 
a  Jealous  green,  her  morning  mood  at  Sheila's  thresh- 
old reflected  the  rosy  optimism  of  her  husband. 

*'We  think  we  can  get  you  into  Miss  Perrin's 
school,"  she  announced  as  brightly  as  if  this  were 
yesterday  and  the  ice-bound  dinner  a  dream.  "It's 
very  exclusive,  but  Mr.  Ballantine  has  had  the  princi- 
pal on  the  'phone,  and  she  hopes  it  can  be  arranged. 
At  any  rate,  we'll  motor  up  there  to-day  and  look  it 
over.    You  have  heard  of  Miss  Perrin's,  of  course  ^  " 

"No,"  said  Sheila  gravely. 

"No!    You    don't    seem    yourself.    Didn't    you 
sleep  well?" 
"Not  very." 

"I  suppose  the  shopping  tired  you.    Have  any 
of  the  thills  come  ?  " 
"Yes." 

Mrs.  Ballantine  entered  and  confronted  a  barricade 
of  boxes. 

"Why,  you  haven't  opened  one  of  them!"  she 
exclaimed.  "You  singular  girl !  I  don't  know  what 
to  make  of  you." 

^^  It  was  on  the  tip  of  Sheila's  tongue  to  blurt  out : 
"And  I  don't  know  what  to  make  of  you!"  But 
she  kept  silent  and  had  the  dreary  solace  of  per- 
ceiving that  it  was  the  older  woman  who  was  iU  at 
ease. 

"Some  of  our  first  families  send  their  girb  to  Miss 
Perrin's,"  she  went  on,  avoiding  the  boxes  as  if  tbe^ 
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contafaed  dynamite.  "I  didn't  dretm  that  there 
was  the  least  chance  of  getting  you  in  -  and  per- 
haps there  jsn't- but  Mr.  Ballantine  will  man^igc 
it  If  anybody  can.  He  has  formed  a  high  opinion 
of  you  my  dear,  and  is  determined  that  you  shaU 
have  the  best."  '       ^^ 

Sheila  saw  her  chance  and  took  it. 
"I  have  formed  a  high  opinion  of  him,"  she  re- 
turned.      He  means  what  he  says.    He's  the  same 
every  time  you  see  him.    He  s  sincere." 
"Oh,  very,"  assented  Mrs.  Ballantine,  coloring. 
She  retreated  to  the  impersonal  ground  of  Miss 
Pemns,   but   Sheila   heard   Uttle.    Her   mind  was 
busy  with  a  second  discovery:  Tom'    mother  was 
merely  a  make-believe  woman  of  the  world!    She 
was  not  sure  of  herself.    ludi.Terentc  baffled  her 
She  courted  where  she  could  not  rule. 
Presently  her  words  conveyed  meaning. 
"So  we'll  start  about  eleven.    Take  somethini 
warm  with  you  -  the  new  sport  coat  perhaps.    We 
have  sudden  changes  at  night." 
Sheila's  eyes  became  more  deeply  Irish. 
"So  I've   noticed,"   she   said  dryly.*  "But  I'm 
ready  for  them  now,  Mrs.  Ballantine." 

With  the  door  shut  between  them,  the  girl  found 
heart  for  the  first  smile  of  the  day.  The  hurt  had 
gone  out  of  last  night's  wounds.  Indeed,  they 
seemed  less  wounds  than  scars,  the  scars  of  a  seasoned 
campaigner  who  had  learned  to  give  and  take.  She 
felt,  not  harder,  but  infinitely  wiser,  and  she  even 
expenenced  a  surge  of  pity  for  Ethel  Hoyt.  Per- 
haps  the  poor  thing  did  love  Tom.  And  perhaps. 
If  she  had  had  a  skin  less  pale,  hair  less  dully  bladt 
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a  mouth  more  softly  modeled,  he  might  have  loved 
her.  As  it  was,  the  idea  was  absurd.  Her  shoulders 
alone  would  ruin  her  chances  with  such  a  devotee 
of  dimples  as  Tom. 

But  another  glimpse  of  Ethel,  obtained  just  as 
they  were  leaving  the  house,  shattered  this  theory. 
The  type  of  girl  who  looks  her  best  in  street  dress, 
she  presented  a  figure  of  slim  elegance  as,  buttoning 
her  gloves,  she  came  slowly  down  the  staircase.  Her 
thinness  and  pallor  had  amazingly  become  attrac- 
tions. Under  her  tight-drawn  veil  her  features  were 
patrician.  No  one  would  pass  her  by  unheeded. 
Many  would  turn  to  admire. 

Roger  Ballantine  spoke  for  his  susceptible  sex. 

"You  certainly  know  how  to  wear  your  war  paint, 
Ethel,"  he  greeted  her.    "  Coming  with  us  ?  " 

She  shook  her  head  and,  possibly  because  he  was 
there  to  see,  nodded  with  a  thin-lipped  smile  to 
Sheila. 

"To  visit  a  school?"  she  said.  "It's  like  asking 
me  to  go  back  to  jail.  That's  all  behind  me,  thank 
heaven !    I've  served  my  term.    I'm  free." 

She  passed  out  before  them  and,  with  a  wave  of 
the  hand,  struck  o£E  at  a  confident  pace  down  the 
street,  a  modish,  neurotic,  formidable  expression 
of  latter-day  New  York. 

Free!  The  boast  followed  Sheila  and  pulsed  in 
the  beat  of  the  motor.  Free  for  what?  With  Tom 
estranged,  his  mother  fickle,  his  father  a  man  who 
noi:,ed  war  paint"  and  collected  pretty  employees, 
what  a  field  for  mischief  this  girl  had!  She  was 
probably  clever.  She  was  undoubtedly  attractive. 
That  fact  could  no  longer  be  blinked.    Nor  was  it 
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less  clear  that  there  had  been  something  between 
her  and  Tom.    Was  it  enough  to  feed  a  grudge? 

For  upwards  of  an  hour  these  forebodings  had  their 
way  with  her.  No  demands  were  made  on  her  atten- 
tion by  her  companions.  Mr.  Ballantine,  once  out 
of  the  city's  traffic,  took  expert  charge  of  the  wheel, 
while  his  wife,  who  found  motoring  a  sedative] 
dozed  quietly  at  Sheila's  side  and  roused  only  when 
they  crested  a  long  hill  and  stopped  at  an  inn  set 
high  above  the  gorgeous  autunm  pageant  of  the 
Hudson. 

"They  serve  delicious  food  here,"  said  Mrs.  Bal- 
lantine, recognizing  her  surroundings. 

"The  motor  ran  like  a  scared  rabbit,"  said  her 
husband  with  equal  animation.  "We've  never  done 
it  in  better  time." 

They  lunched  in  excellent  humor.  The  inn  was 
as  famed  for  its  view  as  its  cookery,  but  the  former 
was  evidently  an  old  story  to  Mrs.  Ballantine,  for 
she  turned  her  back  on  it  and  watched  her  feUow 
guests  who  cared  as  little  for  scenery  as  herself 
Girt  by  New  York  faces,  New  York  chatter.  New 
York  food.  Sheila  wondered  what  could  have  lured 
these  folk  from  Broadway.  She  was  too  unsophis- 
ticated to  conceive  of  travel  as  a  mere  flight  between 
restaurants. 

Again  under  way,  Mrs.  Ballantine  promptly  nodded 
off,  while  Roger,  who  had  climbed  in  on  Sheila's 
left,  sat  motionless  for  so  long  that  she  thought  he 
too  slept  till  she  turned  to  look  and  found  his  eyes 
upon  her. 

"I've  heard  from  Tom,"  he  said  in  a  low  tone. 
"Have  you?"    The  color  flew  to  her  face.    "Oh 
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I  hope—"     But  she  could  not  voice  what   she 
hoped. 

"He's  back  in  Cambridge.  And  he  seems  to  have 
cooled  oflF.  Anyhow,  he  wrote  that  he  gets  my  point 
of  view  and  will  buckle  down  to  work." 

"I'm  so  glad,"  she  breathed  —  and  waited. 

"I  thought  you'd  be." 

"Was  — was  that  all?" 

"All  but  the  signature.  He  signed  himself  'Very 
truly,  Tom'  which  seems  to  cover  the  case.  He's 
probably  saving  the  'yours'  for  a  letter  to  you." 

The  red  which  had  flooded  so  swiftly  as  swiftly 
ebbed,  and  all  in  an  instant  her  young  face  looked 
wan  and  drawn. 

"He'll  not  write  me,"  she  said. 

The  man  gazed  blankly  at  the  havoc  his  last  words 
had  wrought  and  with  a  burly  kindness  nudged  the 
arm  which  touched  his  own. 

"I  wouldn't  gamble  on  that  proposition,"  he 
drawled,  glancing  cautiously  past  her  at  his  slumber- 
mg  helpmate.  "Write  I  In  another  week  he'll  be 
clogging  the  mails." 

His  prophecy  coaxed  a  smile  to  her  eyes,  but  it 
was  the  nudge  and  the  glance  which  heartened  her. 
They  did  more  than  attest  his  fairness  and  sympathy. 
They  ivitnessed  the  birth  of  a  secret  league  between 
them.  Fortunately  she  gave  no  sign  that  she  was 
aware  of  it,  and  her  discretion  pleased  Roger  Bal- 
lantine.  He  had  an  antipathy  for  people  who  grasped 
no  idea  without  a  blueprint. 

His  own  ability  to  do  without  one  found  ample 
play  at  Miss  Perrin's.  It  was  full  of  surprises,  this 
school  which  scarcely  seemed  a  school  at  all.    No 
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trademark  set  it  apart  from  other  country  homes 
of  the  weU-to-do  which  dotted  this  wooded  reeion 
where  rugged  hiUs  came  down  to  meet  the  Hudson. 
Indeed,  it  was  certain  of  its  neighbors  which  looked 
institutional.    But  where  they  unposed  their  varied 
architecture  on  the  landscape,  this  dwelling  merged 
*iUi  It  hke  the  gray  native  rock  of  which  it  was  built 
and  eluded  rather  than  courted  the  passer-by.    Onlv 
Its  loftier  gables  were  visible  from  the  highroad. 
Rather   pokey,"    commented    Mrs.    Ballantine. 
And  untidy,    she  added,  as  the  car  wound  a  drive 
carpeted  with  yeUow  leaves.    "They  ought  to  keep 
gardeners  enough  to  clear  away  this  litter." 

Her  husband  said  nothing,  but  as  a  vagrant  breeze 
shook  down  a  golden  shower  through  the  sunUght 
lus  glance  crossed  Sheila's,  and  each  told  the  other 
that  here  was  a  bit  of  fairyland  for  such  as  were 
children  at  heart. 

^   Startled  by  the  motor,  a  flock  of  pigeons  whirred 
in  indescent   flight   from  a  graveled  terrace  before 
the  door,  and  a  peacock,  not  to  be  outdone,  spread 
his  tail  and  backed  away  like  a  master  of  ceremonies 
ushermg  a  king.    But  this  was  the  one  touch  of  ex- 
cessive formality.    A  maid,  not  a  butler  or  footman 
took  their  cards  and  showed  them  into  a  drawing 
room  which  strangely  lacked  a  mechanical  piano 
player  and  boasted  not  a  stick  of  gilt  furniture. 
Ihey  had  no  time  to  note  other  singularities,  how- 
ever    Such   minor  details   were  suddenly  eclipsed 
by  the  burning  issue  of  Miss  Perrin's  age.    Like  the 
glorious  sphinxes  who  advertise  complexion  creams 
she  might  be  twenty  or  forty. 
Roger  BaUantine  was  the  first  to  recover. 
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"I  nearly  took  you  for  one  of  the  pupils,"  he  as- 
serted, t 

The  lady  smiled  as  graciously  as  if  this  speech  had 
a  pnstme  freshness  for  her  ears. 

"The  pupils  themselves  never  make  that  mistake  " 
she  said  and  directed  her  attention  to  his  wife  "  You 
must  have  had  a  tiring  ride.  Won't  you  have  a  cud 
of  tea  ?  "  *^ 

Mrs.  BaUantine  declined  for  aU  and  saw  fit  to  add 
that  they  had  lunched  at  the  BeUa  Vista,  but  the 
fame  of  that  restaurant  seemed  to  have  echoed  down 
rather  than  up  the  vaUey  of  the  Hudson. 

"We  motor  very  UtUe,"  said  Miss  Perrin  "It 
braces  the  lungs  no  doubt,  but  the  muscles  suffer. 
We  look  upon  every  girl  as  a  future  mother  and  try 
to  give  the  whole  body  a  chance." 

This  statement  struck  Mrs.  BaUantme  as  indeli- 
cate, but  she  remembered  to  be  a  woman  of  the 
world. 

"I  find  most  gymnasiums  stuffy,"  she  said. 

'I And  I,"  said  Miss  Perrin.    "We  have  none." 

"No!"  Mrs.  Ballantine's  eyebrows  arched.  "I 
should  think  you'd  need  something  of  the  kind." 

"Our  games-mistress  conducts  all  exercises  in  the 
open,"  explained  Miss  Perrin  and  turned  to  Sheila 
"Are  you  equal  to  a  four-mile  walk?"  she  asked 

"  It  fags  me, "  admitted  the  girl. 

"Can  you  swim?" 

"Yes." 

"Row?" 

"I  have  tried  it." 

"Skate?" 

"Not  on  ice." 
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'  Do  you  play  tennis  and  irolf  ?  " 
"No,"  said  SheUa. 

bZL^  "'"^  ^^^  ^  °^«'"  ^-  -  Mrs. 

"So  I  see.  But  she  breathes  properly,  has  a  clear 
^,  cames  no  useless  weight,  ^d^s  to  have  a 
definite  mental  reacUon." 

Roger  Ballantine  laughed. 

he'sdd"^  ^^  ^'^''''  ^''^y'  "^"»"  *  ^y  «^d." 
"No,"  agreed  Miss  Perrin.    "It's  easy  to  think 
of  exceptions.    But  what  better  minds  they 'He 
without  such  a  handicap."  ^ 

he'^M.  ^""^  ^'*  ^''"^  ^^  ^'°  ^^^^^  '^^^^"«  '<x>?" 
"Most  decidedly.    There  are  no  fossUs  on  my 
staff.    Every  teacher  is  an  expert,  and  every  pupH 
IS  treated  as  an  individual.    You  have  read  ^tha 

st:ti:?„rK,?^^^^««"-  ^  p—  ^-  ^t  mi^^ 

'^t'J*  ^f?*";'^^  '^^'''^  **»«^  revolutionary. 

Jhe  old  Ideas  aren't  all  outworn."  she  protester?. 
Uris  nowadays  have  far  too  much  latitude." 

Not  here,"  said  Miss  Perrin  quickly 
Roger's  eyes  twinkled. 

"Bv  fhi°.°^'".f  ^'''  ^'"^"  ^"^'^^^ »"'"  he  brawled. 
.hJuT  ^  games-mistress  is  done  with  Sheila 

she  U  have  grown  another  foot." 

the'f^f''"  ^^''""'' ^^^""'^  they  «^*>"ed  through 
the  rambling  house.  Nowhere  did  they  encounter 
a  school  atmosphere  or  for  that  matter  a  schoolgirl. 
But  It  developed  that  the  faU  term  would  not  be\in 
ull  the  day  after  to-morrow. 
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;a^^'  Ij"nfb«»y  girls  have  arrived,  however," 
said  Miss  Pemn,  pausing  by  an  oriel  window  on  the 
stair.      They  are  down  there  by  the  pergola  " 

'The  Lounsbuiys  of  New  York?"  asked  Mrs. 
•oallantine. 

Miss  Perrin  nodded  carelessly. 

"And  Newport,"  she  said. 

The  visitors  gazed  respectfully  upon  the  Louns- 
Durys.  The  man  saw  two  pretty  giris  playing  with 
a  dog.  Sheila  saw  two  pretty  giris,  a  blonde  and  a 
brunette,  who  wore  middy  blouses,  dark  walking 
skirte,  and  stout  shoes,  and  were  garlanding  a  sad- 
faced  mastiff.  Mrs.  BaUantine  saw  merely  two 
girls  m  uniform.  ^ 

"Do  all  your  pupils   wear   that  costume?"  she 
demanded. 

*'Yes,"  said  Miss  Perrin.    "Sensible,  isn't  it?" 
But  I've  just  bought  Sheila  a  most  complete 
outfit.    I  got  her  everything  that  Ethel  — she  is 
our  other  ward  -  everything  that  Ethel  required  at 
Femclii!.    What's  to  be  done?" 

Miss  Perrin  smiled  sympathetically. 

"^yhy  not  send  Miss  Moore  to  Femcliff?"  she 
asked. 

No  adequate  retort  suggesting  itself,  Mrs.  Bal- 
lantme  turned  her  back  and  continued  her  descent 
to  the  ground  floor.  Sheila's  heart  sank.  Would 
they  banish  her  from  this  paradise?  Was  her  educa- 
tion to  hinge  on  a  paltry  question  of  clothes?  Then 
her  father-in-law  caught  her  dismayed  eye  anj  signed 
to  her  to  leave  him  alone  with  Miss  Perrin. 

The  twain  in  the  oriel  looked  at  each  other. 

"Well,  Sophie?"  said  the  man  with  a  broad  grin. 
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''WeU  Mr.  Ballantine?"  said  Miss  Pcrrin. 

You  don  t  look  a  day  over  twenty-five." 
ul  Z  ""***y-«»8ht  —  as  you  know." 
^_^  sun  landing  the  swells  by  making  it  hard  to  get 

m^r^r^"^^'    "^*^  by  giving  them  something 

"Anything  new  since  I  saw  you?" 
"I've  had  myself  incorporated." 
"Good  move,"  he  commented.    "You're  a  first 
class  business  woman."  «» «  a  first 

"Thanks  to  you,"  she  smiled.    "That  one  year 

sXt  wX7y.'' '  "^  "^'^  «^  ^^^  ^  '^  I 

Rogei  chuckled. 

"Still/-  he  said,  "Vm  glad  you  went  to  WeUesley 
You  mended  some  awful  gaps  in  my  educS* 
Are  you  making  money?"  «^«uon. 

"Straight  along.  I  wish  you  had  kept  some  kind 
of  an  mterest.  I  wish  you  would  let  me  hand  ov« 
a  block  of  stock  now." 

"What  for?  You  paid  your  notes  right  on  the 
dot.    We're  square." 

"  Few  men  would  have  backed  me  as  you  did  I'll 
never  cease  to  be  grateful.  I'd  Uke  to  do  something 
tor  you  m  return."  » 

"You  can,"  he  said. 


11 


CHAPTER  SEVEN 

P»opmcY  to  the  contrary,  Tom  did  not  clog  the 
JBaUs.  Sheila  had  been  a  month  at  Miss  Perrin'? 
befor;  she  received  a  brief  missive  which  by  no 
stretch  of  fancy  could  be  caUed  a  love  letter.  The 
fact  that  he  was  a  senior  cast  its  grave  shadow  across 
ms  page.  He  was  tremendously  busy  —  a  grind  it 
would  appear  -  and  that  she  had  not  written  seemed 
to  have  escaped  a  mind  absorbed  in  matters  of  more 
importance.  He  closed  with  the  world-weary  reflec- 
tion that  the  truly  sensible  man  was  the  cynic  •  he 
could  find  amusement  even  in  his  own  disiUusions. 

A  month  ago  Sheila  would  have  shed  tears.    Now 
she  smiled  with  the  wise  patience  of  a  grandmother, 
bhe  felt  older  herself,  but  not  world-weary.    Life 
grew  more  fascinating  every  day.    For  the  first  time 
she  glimpsed  the  wonders  that  lay  behind  the  duU 
name  of  Science.    For  the  first  time  she  realized  that 
the  Fme  Arts  were  to  be  taken  seriously,  and  that 
Literature  was  something  more  than  a  musty  lot  of 
books  which  nobody  read.    For  the  first  time  she 
measured  herself  against  giris  bom  with  a  gold  spoon 
m  their  mouths  and  was  undaunted  by  the  comparison 
She  had  tasted  the  delicious  fruit  of  popularity     She 
had  even  become  the  bosom  friend  of  Molly'Louns- 
buiy  of  New  York  and  Newport. 
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was  a  ««>riii/i«^  -        1      *"'^*^*w.     rbe  scene  of  it 

filing  cabinets  had  rio^^'ol^ l^"'  "^ 
Sophie,  cUd  in  white  I^^Z.^  ^mV'JL^, 

crur4^rb^,:^T»-r"«"vcapr 
:£^5rrr:oL-r^t:^i 

JDo  you  always  pitch  your  voice  as  low  as  that?" 

"I  tiy  to,"  said  Sheila. 
"Why?" 

"Because  I  noticed  that  I  liked  it  in  other  peonle  " 
Were  they  customers  ?  "  ^^P^^* 

"m^.'n^^''*  '°^°''  ^"'  ^^'  «^  ^^  steadfast 

you '''^hf  ^d°  '^  ?"'  ^"^  ^^^P  y^"'  ^ts  about 

S  mf  Tlw  yot^s^oV '^''  ""  ^"  ^°^^  ^-^ 
"All  of  it!"  ^* 

"All  that  Mr.  Ballantine  knows  Hp  l^ff  ff  * 
to  decide  whether  1  should  Z^L  ifto  yo  "^h"^! 
!ias  seemed  best  that  I  shm.1,1  r^;  i  V^ T'  °  " 
schools  strike  up  ardtVfritdllps  Sfnow  LT^iIL' 
exchange  confidences  that  they  regrTla^eT  If  vn^ 
are  ever  tempted  —  don't  I "  ^°" 

"But  I  gave  my  word  to  Mr.  Ballantine." 


■  J 
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"That  you'll  say  nothing  atxwt  your  marriage? 
I  refer  to  coui^ences  in  general.  Keep  your  personal 
history  to  yourself.  It  will  do  you  no  harm  to  be 
thought  reticent.  It's  a  trait  that  even  those  who 
don't  practice  it  respect.  Another  thing :  let  these 
girls  make  the  advances.  They  nearly  all  come  of 
famines  with  a  coveted  place  in  the  social  scheme 
and  are  well  aware  of  it.  I  don't  mean  that  they're 
snobbish.  They're  not.  Their  natural  bent  is  to- 
ward the  healthy  democracy  of  youth.  But  they  have 
grown  up  in  an  atmosphere  of  privilege.  They  know 
that  they  belong  to  the  Ins  and  have  the  usual  human 
distrust  of  the  Outs." 

"I  don't  s<^  why  they  should  distrust  me  "  said 
Sheila.    "All  I'm  here  for  is  an  education." 

Miss  Perrin  eyed  her  thoughtfully. 

" Hold  to  that  point  of  view,"  she  counseled.  "  You 
could  not  do  yourself  or  the  Ballantines  a  better 
service." 

Sheila  wondered  where  the  Ballantines  came  in, 
but  this  ended  the  interview  and  for  many  days  she 
had  far  more  striking  things  to  ponder.  Her  brain 
was  a  ferment  of  new  impressions.  It  seemed  to  her 
that  she  had  never  really  tliought  before.  She  dis- 
covered her  intellect. 

But  it  was  the  zest  with  which  she  flung  herself 
into  the  novel  outdoor  Ufe  that  first  attracted  Molly 
Lounsbury.  A  tewny-haired,  brown-eyed,  intensely 
vital  creature,  this  older  sister  was  adept  at  every 
sport  a  girl  could  master  and  had  tried  her  hand 
at  some  which  are  deemed  the  special  province  of 
men.  Watching  Sheila's  early  efforts  at  tennis,  she 
singled  her  out  as  promising  material  for  basket-ball, 
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iiad  amidst  this  dusty  conflict  and  in  the  friendly 
rivalry  of  the  swimming  pool  where  Sheila,  thanks 
to  lessons  at  the  shore,  could  hold  her  own,  began  a 
boylikc  comradery  which  on  MoUy's  own  initiative 
■oon  became  a  tie  more  intimate  and  feminine. 

»#  ,,  T.  °"«-"«*«*'  however,  as  the  clear-sighted 
Molly  did  not  fail  to  perceive. 

"You  never  really  tell  me  anything,"  she  re- 
proached one  rainy  day  in  Sheila's  room,  after  pouring 
out  her  own  thoughts  with  engaging  candor.  "Take 
«iat^  lovely  old  chest  there  between  the  windows  I 
You  ve  seen  me  stare  at  it  scores  of  times  and  yet 
kept  as  mum  as  an  oyster.  What  have  you  locked 
up  m  It,  anyhow -- a  family  skeleton?" 

"No,"  smiled  Sheila.    "Only  family  linen,  some 
of  It  very  old,  some  of  it  fairly  new." 
"A  hope  chest ! "    Her  eyes  widened. 
The  slang  was  new  to  Sheila. 
"  It's  a  marriage  chest,"  she  explained. 
"The  same  thing.    Lots  of  girls  go  in  for  it  nowa- 
days whether  there's  a  man  on  the  horizon  or  not  " 
,';  J^J^aven't  gone  in  for  it,"  said  Sheila  promptly. 
Oh  I    TTien  it  represents  some  one  else's  hopes?" 
Yes.    I  ve  not  added  so  much  as  a  towel." 
Molly  forsook  the  trail  with  a  shrug. 
"I've  never  known  anybody   who  could  seem  so 
frank  and  tell  so  Uttle.    Yet  things  must  have  hap- 
pened to  you  that  couldn't  possibly  have  come  mv 
way.    Surely  you  haven't  been  fenced  in  as  I  have?  " 
Sheila  ignored  the  query. 

"There  must  have  been  a  great  deal  doing  mside 
your  fence."  * 

"You  might  say  the  same  of  a  squirrel  in  a  wheel," 
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retorted  Molly.    "Gertrude  and  I  have  been  busy 
enough,  goodness  knows.    But  I'm  sick  of  the  silly 
things  we  do  —  sick  of  the  silly  people  I've  seen  all 
my  life.    Except  my  brother  Stoughton,  there  isn't 
one  of  the  boys  I've  grown  up  with  that  I  respect. 
They're  stupid  and  selfish  and  dissipated.    They'll 
never  amount  to  anything.    I  despise  them.    Yet  I 
meet  no  one  else.    I'll  be  expected  to  marry  one  of 
them  by  and  by.    I'm  fenced  in,  I  teU  you."    She 
brooded  a  moment  over  her  misspent  youth  and  then, 
with  a  bewildering  shift,  demanded:    "Why  don't 
you  care  for  candy?" 
Sheila  nimbly  bridged  the  gap. 
"I  had  too  much  of  it  once,"  she  said,  with  a  painful 
recollection  of  her  first  week  behind  the  counter. 
"But  what  put  that  in  your  head?" 

"I  was  thinking  how  my  governesses  would  never 
let  me  have  enough  and  suddenly  remembered  that 
you  won't  touch  it  at  all.  I  suppose  that  comes  of 
being  Mr.  Ballantine's  ward?" 

"He's  very  generous,"  she  replied,  wondering  how 
to  change  the  subject.  "And  very  just.  All  his 
employees  look  up  to  him." 

"So  I've  heard.    My  father  has  met  him  and 
admires    him    tremendously.    Perhaps    you    won't 
mind  a  cheeky  question :  Why  in  the  world  does  he 
want  to  break  into  society  ?  " 
"Does  he?" 

The  other  girl  reddened  slightly  under  her  tan. 
"You  have  a  teasing  habit  of  parrying  one  question 
with  another." 

"Have  I?    There!    I've  done  it  again.    But  I 
didn't  mean  to,  really." 
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Molly  looked  skeptical. 

Jl?^  ^f^^^t,^?'  ^f"^"^e  n»ay  not  care  one  way 
or  the  other,"  she  said,  "but  he  can't  be  blind  as  far 
as  his  wife  IS  concerned.  He  must  know  why  she  has 
gone  m  for  clubs  and  philanthropy,  bored  herself  at 
^bitions  of  queer  pictures,  had  her  box  at  the  opera 

n?KV  Tk"'^^''.^u''^~°^'  ^"  '^^  "^^^1  stunts  for 
rubbing  elbows  with  the  right  people." 

Sheila  saw  her  new  family  in  a  new  Ught,  but  the 
thought  which  surprisingly  came  to  the  fore  was  that 
after  aU,  they  were  her  family. 
^  ''Perhaps  Mr.  Ballantine  has  never  loaned   the 
nght  people  money,"  she  said  quietly 

Molly  Lounsbury  stared  and  then  gave  a  sports- 
manlike grin.  f    "-^ 

J'^t^"^^^  *^^^'"  '^^  °^^^-  "You  must  have 
thought  I  was  talking  like  a  snob.    But  I'm  not  one. 

iruly!  I  m  simply  curious  about  life.  I'd  like  to 
find  out  why  anybody  who  akeady  has  everything 
worth  while  should  want  to  know  a  set  of  people  who 

nJ'f  T'  i"'r'^?"^.*^^^  ^  *^°^^"^  °ther  sets. 
Hasn  t  Mrs.  Eallantme  imagination  enough  to  guess 
tha   Newport  IS  as  petty  as  a  viUage?    Doesn't  Mr. 
Ballantme  reahze  that  he  is  head  and  shoulders  above 
most  of  the  men  who  have  inherited  their  wealth?" 
I  can  t  tell  you  what  they  think  " 
"You  wouldn't  if  you  could.    But  I  Uke  you  all  the 
better  for  bemg  loyal.    I'll  stand  up  for  the  Ballan- 
tines  myseW  the  next  time  I  hear  them  criticized. 
1 11  say  that  I  know  you." 

The  comic  aspect  of  such  a  defense  sent  Sheila  into 
a  fit  of  laughter  which  dumfounded  the  daughter  of 
the  Lounsburys. 
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s  meant  for  a  compliment,  not  a  ic-.*, 
she  finally  pointed  out. 

"I  know  it,"  said  Sheila.  "And  I  appreciate  it. 
Don't  be  offended  at  my  foolishness." 

MoUy  watched  her  subsiding  mirth,  smiled  in  sym- 
pathy, and  pronounced  the  verdict  of  th(j  school.       I 

"YouVe  brought  something  new  to  Miss  Perrin's," 
she  confessed.  "Nobody  can  quite  make  out  what 
it  is,  but  we  all  like  the  flavor." 

"But  I'm  just  myself,"  said  Sheila. 

Molly's  brow  puckered  with  a  sage  reflection. 

"Perhaps  that's  the  secret,"  she  said.  "Most  of 
us  are  copies." 

With  wonder  Sheila  beheld  the  growth  of  her  repu- 
tation for  originality.  Her  father's  child  with  her 
father's  gift  for  mimicry,  she  knew  from  what  varied 
sources  she  had  borrowed  her  patchwork  of  ideas  and 
habits.  A  copy?  She  was  a  whole  gallery  of  copies. 
And  yet,  strange  paradr^x,  she  felt,  as  she  had  told 
Moily  Lounsbury,  just  herself.  It  was  a  puzzle  for 
Eighteen  and  she  emptied  her  soul-searchings  on  paper 
and  sent  them  to  Lew  Pam. 

^  But  her  letter,  like  every  letter  she  had  written  him 
since  her  marriage,  remained  unanswered.  That  he 
received  them  she  was  sure,  for  his  agency  had  never 
failed  to  forward  mail,  and  she  saw  in  his  discretion 
another  proof  of  his  great  unselfishness.  Not  by  so 
much  as  a  line  would  he  jeopardize  her  happiness. 
To  have  known  where  he  was  playing  would  have  been 
a  comfort,  but  the  knowledge  so  easy  to  come  by  in 
the  city  was  out  of  reach  here.  It  was  hard  to  bear, 
this  silence  so  like  that  of  the  grave,  and  Sheila  endured 
moments  when  her  need  of  him  was  so  great  that  at  the 
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refused  to  beJiVvf^  f  .af  ♦!,•  .  **°S'    ^"^ 

ever   orXf  n!^;     t^'  separation  could  last  for- 
r^I'rd     tI       ffy  J°^  ^°"^^  ^^  of  Ws  glorious 

With  the  LouJu^^'ir-^Cr  wasTsT:!^? 
MoL'y  broke  the  news 

i!'n         ^^^  ^^'^  ^^  wanted  you  " 

oJhtV' Sh!l"  '"T?  "'  """"»''  ^""^  '"-""S  like 

°»ighHor't^sve";'tt'  ^°"^"  *'  ^^'  ^^^' 
6  ,  /^'y  "ip-    How  are  you  fixed  =" 

can  go."  "°^  '"^^  y^^  whether  I 
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"I  don't  believe  Mrs.  Ballintine  will  object,"  said 
Molly  with  a  straight  face. 

"Nor  I,"  said  Sheila  with  equal  gravitj.  "I  was 
thinking  of  Miss  Perrin." 

"Sophie!"  drawled  MoUy,  with  brazen  irreverence 
for  the  great.  "Oh,  she  won't  mind.  We'U  advertise 
her  school." 

But  what  Miss  Perrin  actually  thought  about  it  she 
alone  knew.  They  came  upon  her  dictating  to  her 
stenographer,  and  when  MoUy,  her  cocksureness 
wUted,  had  meekly  voiced  her  petition,  she  gave  her 
consent  with  the  promptness  which  marked  all  her 
decisions  and  went  cahnly  on  with  her  interrupted 

Molly  pursed  her  Ups  as  they  regained  the  corridor. 
GoUy ! "  she  ejaculated.    "Doesn't  she  sometimes 
make  you  feel  simply  knee-high?" 

Personally  Sheila  had  never  experienced  the  blight 
but  she  refrained  from  mentioning  it.  It  struck  her 
that  possibly  tiiis  chastening  was  reserved  for  pupils 
whose  parents  sat  in  the  seats  of  tiie  mighty,  and 
she  wondered  how  the  remarkable  Miss  Perrin  bore 
herself  when  she  faced  die  parents  tiiemselvcs. 

As  regards  the  elder  Lounsburys,  however,  she  had 
no  opportunity  of  judging,  for  their  coming  was 
witnessed  only  by  the  early  rising  peacock  and  Uie 
servant  who  answered  the  door.  The  school  in 
general  was  still  at  breakfast  when  tiiey  descended 
from  some  neighboring  country  house,  snatched 
up  three  glowing  giris,  wearing  each  a  chrysanthemum 
of  the  right  color,  and  went  bowling  down  the  valley 
road  to  the  nearest  ferry.  It  had  abnost  the  thrill  nf  a 
kidnappmg  and,  although  tiie  limousine  was  as  snug 
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L'li*^ 'S°?'  ^!??  ^''  "'^  ^""  ^^"t  a  powerful  moral 
sup^rt  Sh«Ia  shivered  in  her  appointed  place. 

burely  child,  you  have  put  on  winter  underwear  ?  " 
said  Mrs.  Lounsbury  with  motherly  solicitude 
Mortal  after  aU !    Sheila  laughed  her  relief. 

-vi'ir^  ^  ^'^  cole'  -just  excited,"  she  explained. 
I  ve  never  seen  a  college  match." 

"No?"  Eliot  Lounsbury  came  to  Hfe.  "By  Tove 
I  envy  you!  I  think  I'll  watch  you  instead  of  the 
game  and  renew  my  youth  " 

cn-ZT""^''''  '^^^  ^'  ^^^^-    "You've  never  out- 
grown it     Don't  get  younger.    Your  children  haven't 
a  gram  of  respect  for  you  as  it  is." 
"Haven't  they,  though!    I'il  show  you.    Young 

bv  t?:  f^^  T^T  ?'  '^'  •  ^"^  "''"'  ^^'^  "-bia-d 
by  Ae  fact  that  I  have  rescued  you  from  bondage  and 

am  taking  you  to  see  the  gladiators,  who  is  your  ideal 
of  all  manly  beauty,  virtue,  and  wisdom  ?  Vote  early 
and  avoid  the  crush  at  the  polls." 

"George  Washington,"  said  Gertrude  promptly 
"He  couldn't  tell  a  lie."  ^"V^iy. 

versky'^°'  ^*'°^'"  '"^^  ^°"^  ^^  '^"  ^'^^''  P"'" 

Their  father  pretended  deep  ''nguish 

"Woman  suffrage!"  he  groaned.  "Why  the  sex 
hasn  t  grasped  the  first  principles  of  politics.  It 
won't  even  stay  bribed." 

There  was  more  of  this  sort  of  banter,  but  it  was  less 

c^uhS''  ?T.'^'  ''"^"^"'^^^  '^^'  '^'y  actually 
could  joke  which  mterested  their  guest.     She  had  not 

expected  it  of  people  who  did  their  touring  in  a  closed 

looked  rTr'"*  ""^  '^'  '^^"'^"^  ^y  M°"y'  she  had 
looked  for  the  company  of  a  pair  of  starched  clothes 
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models  the  god  of  whose  idolatry  was  good  fonn. 
Were  these  the  elect,  the  real  thing,  the  flesh  and  blood 
originals  of  the  Newport,  Piping  Rock,  and  Pahn 
Beach  photographs  which  filled  so  much  space  in  fash- 
ion magazines  and  Sunday  supplements?  Was  this 
simple  and  plainly  dressed  woman  a  social  leader? 
Did  this  mock-serious  gentleman  hold  banks  and  rail- 
roads in  the  hollow  of  his  hand?  AU  her  standards 
were  turned  topsy-turvy  near  the  Connecticut  border 
when  during  a  halt  for  gasolene,  Eliot  Lounsbury 
bought  buttered  popcorn  for  the  entire  party. 

But  soon  even  the  Lounsburys  were  overshadowed 
From  the  moment  they  swung  into  the  Boston  Post 
Road  they  were  never  out  of  sight  of  other  automo- 
biles, and  the  mechanician,  whose  presence  beside  the 
chauffeur  had  puzzled  Sheila,  became  first  a  semaphore 
and  then  a  windmill,  so  great  was  the  press  of  vehicles 
bound  for  the  game.  They  fairly  crept  as  they  pene- 
trated the  heart  of  New  Haven  and  sighted  at  last  the 
green  of  the  three  quaintly  placed  churches  and  the 
glory  that  is  Yale. 

Whereupon,  with  the  caprice  of  crowds,  the  throng 
which  one  moment  held  them  prisoners  on  the  side- 
walk before  their  hotel  the  next  swept  them  forward 
m  the  wake  of  the  Harvard  team  and  cast  Sheila  into 
the  arms  of  Stoughton  Lounsbury. 


CHAPTER  EIGHT 

rJ^^^  ^  ^  "^"■'''^  P^''^^^'  ""^b^e  to  advance  or 
retreat,  their  eyes  met  in  laughing  acceptance  of  the 
comedy  of  their  plight.  f     ^^  ^i  tne 

fJ'^  '^^v^^"^«^'"  ^^  ^^^^'  ^^  an  iUustrative  tug  of 
the  arm  half  circling  her  waist.  ^ 

"No/'  he  assented  in  accents  tinged  with  regret. 

I^^u^d  t^t'  ^''^  ''^^  ^^^"^^  ^  ^  --"^- 
Molly's  laugh  rippled  out  behind  them. 
Were  here  too,  Stoughton,"  she  said.    "I  see 

there  s  no  need  of  introducing  you  to  Sheila.    You 

-  m  to  be  close  friends  already." 
Then  the  way  suddenly  cleared,  and  young  Louns- 

£nSr  ^'^'T  ^'  ^'"^"^  ^^°"^^^^  Sheila  had 
been  chiefly  aware  of  a  resolute  chin  and  nose  and  a 

nS  n.  T"T'^'  '^'■'^^  ^>^^^-    Seen  in  less  intimate 

vety  wholesome,  and  very  good  to  look  upon.  And 
still  appreciative  of  her  humble  self.  His  gaze  dwelt 
on  her  m  unqualified  approval  as  he  met  the  volWed 
questions  of  his  family  voueyea 
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"But  I've  no  business  here,"  he  declared     "We'r*» 
a^:"  "^^^  "^"^^"  "^^  —  ^-^  as  aT:^ 

iighttthat"'^?'''  ^'^  "^  ''^^^    "H-  E«  a 

"I  hope  so,"  he  rejoined  quickly.    "I'd  rather  see 

t  a  draw  than  a  walk-over."    He  fumed  witJa^ 

to  his  mother.    "Try  to  enjoy  it  this  time,"  he  u^ 

"Wish  us  a  game  that's  a  game."  "''"^^a- 

"With  all  my  heart,"  she  said.    "But  I  wish  too 

that  u  was  over,  and  you  were  back  here^t  ^i 

"You'll  have  me  here,"  he  laughed  with  a  U»f 
glance  at  Sheila.  "I'll  be  round  l^foTe  yTule^v^tf 
I  have  to  be  brought  on  a  stretcher  » 

A  lobby  more  thronged  than  the  street  ignored  their 
amyal  and,  leavmg  her  husband,  elbow,  dfnd  josU  J 
to  claim  their  suite  as  best  he  could,  Mrs.  LouS 
fled  with  her  brood  to  the  mezzanine.  Vaca^S 
there  were  none  and  even  standing  room  at  the  r^ 

a^dtf "?!  '  V  "^^  '^^^^  was'hard  to  come  ^ 
and  to  hold.  Yet  the  wait  was  anything  but  tedionf 
The  atoosphere  was  a-tingle  with  excitLent.  Aw  * 
luck  stupendous,  they  caught  sight  of  the  Harvr^d 
squad  at  luncheon.  It  was  a  mere  gUmpse  thr^^'a 
guarded  door  which  was  abnost  immediately  closed 
but  1  was  a  speaking  glimpse.  They  1  Jked  S-' 
sSt  "ThT'  ^!\^.g^f  ators,  and  ^  no  mea^s 

as  thev  a^ V'"^  ^c"^'  °J  ""^^"^  '^  ^'^^  ^^^ther 
D  o^e  VI  ^  f"""  Stoughton,  spied  distantly  in 
profile,  seemed  less  ravenous  than  he  had  professed 
O  the  gazing  trio  only  Molly  discerned  hmior  TS 
solemn  scene.    A  silent  mirth  convuls^  W  for 
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which  Gertrude,  the  admirably  poised,  could  find  no 

Alone  with  i  jeiia  in  the  room  they  were  to  share 
•"^IT-'  ^^^t^^'o^'  in  a  ringfag  peal        "*' 

SheSshS'Siy  "'"''  '""'""'  ""»'-'" 

Wit^MoUy."""""'"  ^'  P""""*-    "««  yo" 
"Of  course  I  know  it.    You  couldn't  help  it  anv 

^ -•'  '^he'e^^.^'^l"'  '»™  "  •«PP«  "  it 
"Planned?" 

vo7h?,r^^*'^'^'    ^'^'  ^""^^  ^  'earns  about 

vou'for  p       V  ^"'^  "'  '"  y«"'  ^°«k«-    I  saved 
you  for  ?  smashing  surprise -he's  so  fastidious     I 

trample  him  in  the  dust.    And  you  did'" 
«.  ^  ■    ,^'1""^^^  ""^  ^^"^^e  that  nonsense." 

walked  to  2  H  '^'f^^'^^.t  "^^"^'y  ^'^^  ^^««^  her  bag, 
wauced  to  the  dressing  table  and  aimed  a  critical  dab 

at  her  piquant  nose.    -  Wait  and  see ! " 
senilf'i^t'"  "/"If  ^^^^^  thrill  and  then  a  belated 
marri^e  '"''"'''  '^'  ^"^  ^«^S«"«"  her 

"I  wonder  if  your  brother  knows  Tom  Ballantine?" 
she  said  s  owlv     "He's  a  Harvard  man  too." 

IS  ne?     ..Icily  wheeled  in  surprise.    "How  like 
rL"SJ^. '"'"'  "  ^""^  ^"o-^''  before?  wilt: 
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"Hc'j»  a  senior." 
g Jilt? 'i**™*'*" ""'  StoupMon's  I    Is  he  down  for  the 

JbJ^y" ''"  "^^  ^^"^  ^^'^  "°^^^^°-    "He's  far 
"WhatisheKke?" 

m^^^t^.  "^•"  ""  "P"""'  '^'^«  *•  ^  "ot 
"Gow'  'wking?" 
"Yes/ 
"JolJy?" 
"Yes  " 

tftat  their  tune  was  short,  and  the  awkward  subject 
dropped  from  their  talk.  But  not  from  sSs 
thoughts.  All  during  luncheon  it  stuck  Sealmr 
m  her  consciousness.     The  emotional  days  just  be/ore 

she  LZr  r'l-  "/'T^  -reaUty/bJt  «11  no^ 
She  had  not  reahzed  that  this  haze  enveloped  her 
husband  as  well  Had  she  wished  to  do  so  ^couW 
not  have  clearly  described  him.    His  imaee  wm 

a'Z "w'h- K^'-    ''  ™^  "^  '"^'^  rather  than  iS 

were  cLSt  '"""f  •*"  "^""^  '"<'  '^"  "s  traits 
were  cloaked  in  uncertamty.    Would  Tom  in  Stough- 

Outdoors  once  more  these  puzzles  ceased  to  vex  her 

Wdori^'tre'^"""-",™™'  ''^''y-  *'  »^ 
buUdogs  m  the  shop  wmdows,  the  clamor  of  the  sou- 
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venfr  vttiders,  the  incessant  flash  and  chall«,«.  ,  *u 
rival  colors,  the  rolUddng  d(  noc"t  nft^f '*'^" 
swarming  toward  the  out«tiH^.  J  ^  ^^  ^^  ^'O'^*^* 
bulk  of  L  ^^a  ILT^^  T^' "'  i"*'  ^^  ^^^0^1 
nundrums.  Ttw^terL  Jr'' ^f  f^'"*^^  ^<^ 
flags  to  life  and  B^^ldte^lTTf"^^  '°""^'^« 
of  the  women   ai^  Shll    .    •  ^  ^.^  ^^'^^^  veils 

uttered  a^Tofb^tild.™'   "'"?  l^'  ^"^'«*  h^«t' 
which  cha^7ed  net^f  ""^'  "^^  ^^"'^^^  the  hand 

Eho/  ^'  '«^^«"<l«rful I"  she  exclaimed. 
J^hot  Lounsbury  pressed  her  fingers  sympatheU- 

gorged  us,  sixty  thousand  seaT-^'        ^"^  ^^'^  ^^- 
^•Seventy,"  asserted  Gertrude. 

child  -^S^'^rillt  ~  t"'  ^^"'  -y  ^-"^ed 
Bowl !»  ^^^  ^°"^^  «*«P  at  Yale's  new 

1   Sheila  was  deaf  to  statistir*  o«^  v  *    •    . 
"How  could  theyTlllntl^^^^^u^^^^ 
'bowl'?"  she  asked  "^'^^  "^  ^'•^^^'  ^^^^g  a 

.  .'1^®**P^  because  they  say  'stallnm'        n 
bridge,"  suggested  Molly      ^    ^ta  hum    ..  Cam- 
"Of  course,"  drawled  her  fathp'      "\v  »       i.. 
on  nothing  less  than  the  e.-t  nc  <S  tir-tion  h?  ^'' 
Harvard  and  Yale  "  ai*tin.tion  between    . 

uneasUy  reSw  M   ^'t  ^Pf-^^"*  irony,  and  she 
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rose  from  the  Yale  benches  as  the  Harvard  players 
spread  over  the  field  for  practice,  and  an  outburst  as 
fuU-voluined  swelled  from  the  cheering  section  oppo- 
ate  as  the  Cnmson  presently  gave  way  for  the  Blue. 
Then  the  puntmg  and  the  drop-:dcking  stopped  the 
captams  met  for  the  toss,  the  elevens  took  iheir 

^  What  befell  neither  side  could  have  had  theprophetic 
vision  to  foresee.    If  the  season  had  shown  Harvard 

Lnatrvl  Tff^'^^'  P'^^^^^°"  ^^  fonnidable 
strength,  Yale  had  displayed  head-work  which  might 

W  tw'li!"?^"'?"'  ^'^'^'    ^"'  ^^  ""^  ^^tly  mani- 
fest that  the  Cnmson  team  which  had  come  down  to 
do  battle  was  supreme  in  both.    To  Sheila  it  seemed 
that  the  game  had  scarcely  begun  when  the  ball  was 
rushed  twenty-five  yards  into  Yale's  territory  and 
then  yard  by  yard,  steam-rollered  across  the  line  to  a 
touchdown     Harvard  failed  to  kick  the  goal,  but 
Harvard  s  followers  thundered  their  content.    They 
had  scored.    And  the  game  was  but  eight  minutes  old 
But  Yale  s  clans  were  undismayed.    Slender  youths 
with  large  megaphones  pranced  before  the  cheering 
section    and    the   "bulldog"   song   came  defiantly 
across  the  field.  ^ 

"  A  nice  little  job  for  the  undertaker, 
A  nice  little  job  for  the  casket  maker. 
We  re  ve^^,  very  busy  on  a  brand  new  grave, 
No  hope  for  H-a-r-v-a-r-d  ] " 

J!i!  ^^  ^u^^  '^?f  '^^^*''"  ^^  E^ot  Lounsbury, 

we  re  still  a  vinle  race.    *"  •  " 

aurdy  misplaced." 


But  Eli's  lyric  optimism  is 
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instances  to  which  nojy  Ked  ^^' ""^  "-"""^ 
forces  were  again  interlocked  '        *^'  *"™« 

^^s  theperiod  ended  Mrs.  Lounsbury  gave  an  audible 

"S?  rmtt'^f.™'?"^'  •"  ''"^-^  her  husband, 
don^'cie"  Xh  ^r^nT'T's'tf/r'''-    "' 
tl.Jough  with  no  broken  Ces'."      ^""'«'"°°  ~""'= 
For  shame!"  rebuked  Mnllv     <<v 

-;«'thtLt"rS'vro^,t,  T""  ^"' 

saw  the  sSSe",iefon  rT^"'"^  '"^  *'  B'"' 
touchdown.  Thw^was  a  tel  '"^"'  "  «"^» 
■naging  within  a^l^t  .'  "°'"™*  »'  s"™" 

a  <riid  wtol  of  bluel'.  "^  ''"'''  °'  '^""'""'^  ""^. 
fusion  of  a™' »d  let"  ^^^Sen'^^^'  ^,  ""'<'  »■>' 
squinned  fro™  the    Sr:?™^^"^^'^™^ "^ 

run  and  to  suTa  tort"     """^  **"  *'"  »"  ^"^  » 

dream«l  could  vZ^T  ^  "°  "o"  °'  "^^^ <<  'ver 

Itw»,  Tk  -M-     ^r"^  ^8^""  th'  sons  of  Yale 

took  in  the  tumnU     t      •  '"®  ^^^'"^  they 

m  me  tumult.    Turmng  to  congratulate  them. 
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«.  instant  she  n^J-S  th™*^  S^efla,  and  for 
that  the  code  which  Se  S^,'  i,.    ™  •"  '^'"«  t"  h" 
«;at  was  a  ga^e  wtX^S  "5:^^  '"  ^  8-»= 
with  a  swift  revolution  in  w        \  '  ""^  l^Pk.  and, 
h->elf  hoping  tllardes&;S,fr"^'*,^ '"•"«' 
^ale.    But  that  fumbl<^  „^   .    ^  ""'  ^^  t" 
crest  of  the  Blue  oS^  S^J'^T'^,  ""''«'  «he 
field  had  further  swoto  tte^^^""""'*  '""  "he 
toie  was  caUed,  and  tl^ch^rtr^      •''"'  "'■^  •»" 
entertainment  of  the  CTowd   ^  "^^""^  '""'^  "P  ^^^ 

tl^tingof  thefounsbt^c^:;^^ '»-•  «"'  "^ 
?>om»t  she  had  madeXr  ow^  J^^™"''""^ 
uiner  flame,  a  torch  bZ,A^  a  ^^^  saw  it  as  an 
tions  of  men  and^lfh'^?  'T.""^''  8»«- 
which  were  nncommoHnd  &e  Tt'^t"'  ""^"^ 
sumed  as  a  pose  a  bit  n(  c„  •  i  ""'<'  »<>'  •»  as- 

born  in  you  _  that  wL  i  ?"'  .''™'*'-    It  had  to  be 
of  it  saddened  ^er.         *'  '™"'  <>'  "  '•  »d  the  t^S 

She  continued  to  think  of  if  »i,      .t 
resumed,  and  the  outcTss«l  1       ,  ""'  «™'  ^^^ 

but  in  vain  to  hold  "hetorf  T  '™«^'  P'"'^"'^ 
barmg  of  heads  across  Z7L.     ?  1""'  "  ^'^  »d 

old  and  young,  beg»„"„?V*'^"^  "''>'»'«■ 
when  she  understLi  tha    fi,;=        *'°"  "s^tened 

admission  ofdefeat     But  she  M,  """^  *^  "^  «^"»nt 
of  happiness.    Here  fc^  wa/tmrir""'^"''™* 

-0  fine,  something  not  pZn^TuXS,— 
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thing  which  was  part  of  the  Anglo-Saxon  inheritance 
She  would  have  had  the  spectacle  end  there  but 
afterward  she  was  glad  that  it  did  not,  for  she  wouW 
have  nussed  the  hush  and  then  the  th;inderouslr^ 
weU  as  the  Harvard  captain,  risen  from  a  hosplS 
bed,  sprang  from  the  side  lines  where  he  had  wdted 
and  kicked  the  final  goal  of  his  football  career 

birhTf  ''''''  ^^'  ^^P^^  ^°^  ^'^"^  the  Crimson 
benches,  a  jubilant  procession  traUcd  in  intricate 
^.ondmgs   over   the   field.    The   rite   grated    u'on 

"lai't  thirty-six  to  nothing  enough ! "  she  exclaimed. 
Molly  hnked  arms  with  her. 

«B'u?Th!..^V^'  'c^^'  ?^^''  '^  seriously,"  she  said. 
Tm  ?ii  ^    '  u^^^  Stoughton  would  feel  about  it 
I U  tell  him  when  I  see  him  " 

November dtTk.'""^'  "^'  ^'^^  ^^^  ^^^  -^^^ 

"Please  don't,"  she  entreated  in  a  low  voice  as  they 
turned  away.    "Promise  me  that  you  won't."  ^ 

MoUy  bent  forward  to  search  her  eyes. 
AU  nght,"  she  agreed.    "I  won't  if  you  object 
But  what  a  riddle  you  are.    Don't  you  care  what 
anybody  thinks  about  you?"  ^«*re  wnat 

"I  care  what  you  think." 

The  other  girl  laughed. 

"I  might  have  said  'somebody,  mascuUne  gender'. 

^e  TLT  ^°"  '  >^'"^  "^^^^^^  °"^  «^  it  i"^t  the 
same.  ^  I  beheve  you're  a  man-hater,  Sheila  Moore." 

Sated   t^  "f"  '^'^^^  ^"'^  '^""«^  streets  which 
belayed  their  depression  at  Yale's  defeat.    But  the 

laft  was  no  house  of  mourning,  and  with  freshened 
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pantomime.    Agen^IrnT      *^^«™''«1  effects  to 

^  impossible.    Bumrr.r' •  r  "  "'"»»'  '»»«» 
pint  of  cheek,  were  th«!  ,       *"'''  """d-eyed  and 

».d  their  sea.s^,^*.,^':^  "•?"  '^  *»  «*'k. 
gnllroom.  «"«»naea  a  wide  sweep  of  the 

of  i^ttsirers:^^^^^^^  T  "^  ^^^  ^p--^ 

fgain  to  a  table  half  Wdin  h^'  f '"™5^  ^^  ^d 
it  was  to  this  party  of  wl^'T^'"^^  ^^H  for 
'nuch  of  its  ki^nes"^:  rivaW     T  "^^  fl^^^^^  ^^^ 
were  in  plain  view.    C^    ^""^  «^  «»-  company 
perhaps,  with  the^esr^H?''  *  '"^  °^  t.iirty.five. 
New  Yorker,  and  a  voun?        "'^'^  °^  '^^  average 
Junior,  whos;  fur  edg^^^Z  ?S'^,  ^^'^  ^^^^^  ^ 
nnlitary  mode  which  thatl^f  ^^""^  ^^P^^^  the 
^^crats  of  the  RuVl  t  pX  ^i  ^^'"^  «^«  -"- 
obstacles  which  whoUy  conL^  ^^  Prescribed.    The 
partly  eclipsed  a  gW  of  S'IT  "J  '^^  ^"^'t«"e 
much  of  the  back  of  her  hei  'f  ,  '^'"?""^^^^'  »>ut  so 
an  illusive  familiarity  "^  ^  ^°'  Sheila 

bu|pyt^^^^^^ 

SatttrleTk^lI;et'e^T.r'?;r^^  "^'^^  ^^"e. 
f-  Jewels,   her  pSts^tdt     '"' ""'""'' 
themes  of  which  Ethel  Hovt  h«^  a^""  """^  °^   ^^^ 
^at  first  appalling  dinlf  J^derlhe  b^^^^^^      '^^ 
^d  of  course  that  wae  v^ui     .  ,   ^allantme  roof, 
^^ender  gi^,  shii^ed  IS  cS  '''^  '^^  "<^^-     The 
profile,  put  her  identity  bevS  ^"'^'.  '"''"^^    ^^^ 
--Sheiiasawadi^i;^''-?^-^^^ 
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^itag,  charmmg.  Even  ardent!  If  the  look 
st  ^uX  h"  ""^'".-■^hbor  could  be  b^el^^' 
a^e  thought  hun  a  g.  '.  among  men.  He  rousJ 
Sheda's  curiosity,  this  escort.  From  t'me  to  tii?f,U 
outflung  hand  would  describe  a  ^b™;ant^:'o 
faU  m  friendly  emphasis  on  Ethel's.  Then  asTshI 
felt  her  gaze,  the  girt  turned,  caught  her  eve  md  Jjh 
a  smUe  „  mystifymg  sweetness,  boled     wTel^' 

J™L    ^""'  •■""  '"^  »d  "'h  Ws  gayety  evZ 
««t«l,  i^  gestures  stiUed,  stared  blanUy'^a  ^s 
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the  first  wort  '  ■"" '''  ''»''  ">»  "■'  to  seize 

Shefla  iraiored   T.  \  '^'  gnevance. 

stretched  Cd",i^PT'''  '"'=''«'  '""^  «"'- 
known  to  theWbum'^  T^'1'  *".''  ■"""'  ^ 
r.ame  without  vfeMe3;;.    ^  ^'"''  *''^  '"bh-me 

with  him,  sherttr^^rii"'r"-'"*ir- 

some  one  started  "Bn„E  n  f  ..  """"e-  Then 
of  the  uproar  t1  b^Tovfrtr    '  ""'  """''  "- 

don.io.owyrU^JrS.""''  ""•  "'<"^-    "^ 

"Don'f  w       1  "^^  amusement." 

"Uninvited!" 
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He  recognized  the  force  of  this  and  straightened, 
whereupon  Ehot  Lounsbuiy  obligingly  assumed  the 
rOle  of  special  providence. 

"Won't  you  join  us,  Ballantine?"  he  asked  "I 
d^^esay  you  two  have  many  things  to  say  to  each 

i,^*""!?"?,*?*'^  accepted  and,  as  he  cast  about  for  a 
chair,  Molly's  hps  brushed  Sheila's  ear 

"He's  a  dream !"  she  said.  "Don't  be  a  pig  and 
monopohze  him." 

u  7-r^?.'V'  '^'^  ^^^'^*'  perceiving  that  the  situation 
had  Its  hghter  side.  "Talk  his  arm  off,  dear.  I'll 
not  molest  you."  And  she  made  room  for  him  between 
tnem. 

I'Sheila—"  he  began. 

"Miss  Lounsbury  is  speaking  to  you,"  she  cut  him 
off  and  gave  her  attention  to  an  ice  which  the  waiter 
now  offered  with  singular  fitness. 

She  craved  nothing  less  than  an  ice.    She  wanted 
some  one  to  deluge  her  with  small  talk  and  give  her  an 
excuse  for  turning  her  shoulder  on  Tom  and  leisure 
to  consider  his  duplicity  and  his  punishment.    But 
Gertrude,  eternal  schoolgirl,  was  devouring  her  dessert 
m  silent  ecstasy,  and  her  parents  plainly  found  each 
other  of  greater  interest  than  their   surroundings. 
Molly  s  hold  on  Tom  was  precarious.    He  was  answer- 
ing m  monosyllables  and  fidgeting  with  his  feet. 
Then  chance  sent  her  an  ally.    Heralded  by  a  cheer 
from  without  hailed  by  a  tempest  of  applause  as  he 
entered,  forced  to  shake  hands  at  every  step,  blushing 
under  his  honors,  the  most  famous  of  the  Lounsburys 
made  his  conquering  way  across  the  grillroom  to  their 
taoie. 
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you  often,  of  course  "  ne  said.    "Seen 

Harvard  has  „u,^t  J^a^^^''^^^^  tha* 

A  ^a^^  :  :  &y  t  i^^^r  '°  •""« ''  -t. 

pressed  a  chaT  o  is  hSeL""Y  ""^""^y 
bury  dropped  into  it  ^h  ,S^      '  S^"*  ''°™«  ^'""- 

at  o^ton^^r '^?ert7^:,^^'^^^^^^ 
even  thought  about  it  duri^gX  IZ'-  '  ^'^    ' 
She  loolted  before  she  spoke. 

I  m  sure  your  people  aporeciatp  it  "  <,!,. 
Heshook  his  br«>d';houE  '    *'  ''P""'- 

,eey!S?;>''^"^'"»'t  the  bush?    Of  course  1  ca^e  to 

S.ougt;rLotbu"^e^"'»"°"*«'-than 

she'queriS!  ''"™  "'  '™'^'""«  '^thaU  faduon?" 

''Everything  I  want." 

It  was  ahnost  with  relief  »»■»»  .1,.  1.      j 
summons  from  Tom.  '"*"'  *  ™"'''«1 
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"Yes?"  she  said,  yielding  him  a  wintrv  thr^ 
quarters  glimpse  of  her  face  *  ^  *  ^^  ^^ 

"I'm  1-     .  ^™,"^  ^"  ^  impassioned  undertoaT 
I  m  going  to  stick  UU  you  do  "  unaerioae. 

The  persistent  Stoughton  spared  her  a  reply 
"Are  you  two  related  ?  "  he  asked  jJJ^r       . 
For  once  Sheila  was  at  a  loss  tt  CfoLTth  * 
emergency  with  astonishing  dasii.  '''  '°  '^' 

sJ&St^^ili^r-tho^ 

Distant,  you  mean?" 
"Distant  seems  to  describe  it.    I  find  it  haM  ♦« 
believe  that  we  are  related  at  all  "  '^  **" 

'You  certainly  don't  look  alike     R..f  ^..u 
It's  not  a  blood  relationship?"  B"t  perhaps 

Sheila  recovered  her  pov.er  of  speech. 

No,    she  said.    "Onl>  by  marriage." 
Obviously  dazed,  Tom  suffered  h^self  to  he  r. 
captur^i^by  Molly,  and  the  field  wasX^^t^' 

;;  Why  haven't  we  met  before?"  he  asked. 

1  m  a  very  obscure  person  " 
"You  won't  be  after  your  d6but,"  he  predicted 
Im  m  luck  to  get  an  early  view     But  T  ^'I  t J 
known  Ballantine  sooner,    /ve  Js'sed  a  Lt'"        ' 
Yes,    shea^eed.    "He's  weU  worth  knowing  " 
Young  Lounsbury  smiled.  ^owmg. 

"I'm  sure  he  is  if  you  think  en  "  i,        •  •     . 
;But  it's  .he  chance  I  L^httve  Sd  t'S^t 

I'm  one  of  his  problems." 
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?Y^^  ;**"•'"'' ''p"*'^"- 

He's  every  inch  a  aaii"  '^    ^  '*"  "■«■■• 

H<:;^5o"rbuSSu,^,;rT,aV^'r'  "<■ 

iMtion.  Every  brmAV^'J^  ■  ,  """''"''J  «'«»- 
right  spot  an7n»rt,t  rt^ X"''''''' '" >"'' "« 
pretty  girls  he  «„pfoys  r  ^  *^'  "^^  "■"' 
'   "m?  ^  "^ '°  '"'^«  "Kh  i«  looks." 

tl^i^T^^dT^ratfrth"^"^*-:'    »'"^*»>^'' 
"I  M,W.  .k  ;  •  ,       through  marriage." 

does  one 'mafe"'tJfvfrsi;V''"'"  '~"^-    Ho" 

of  such  an  eleven  m  1,L  I  •       "  evolution 

He  was  in,pe.3  Sro'^ho^b  ^w^H  "^?- 
always  of  the  team  d,.  7  '"' .'  ■""  **•«  he  spoke 

its  units.    He  Sri,»5 V      P'?""'  ""  <^  one  of 

iron  diiiplSe  rte  riL  T  ?'  «P"<""«  ">"■  'he 
'make' »i.T'  ^      *"*  si'hordination  of  self.    To 

saT^atthStr/""!.*  r""  -"'-^«-  s^: 
And  stoughtli:rb°u,;'*t"':nrir  h"  ""■ 

mature.  ^  ^®  seemed  more 

Still  here  I"  he  said  doffeedJv     "a" 
listen  ? "  uoggeaiy.      Are  you  ready  to 

A  glance  convinced  her  that  it  was  time 

to  noticed  "°"""^'"  ^^^  ^^^'    "They'll  begin 
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I  don  t  care  what  they  notice.    They're  nothing 

to  me.    You've  deviled  me  long  enough,  Sheila.    I 

deserve  some  of  it,  perhaps,  but-"    He  checked 

himself  and  rose  with  the  Lounsburys 

"The  noise  here  is  giving  mother  a  headache." 

^Jl'^^l"^"^]  "^"'^^  «^^"8  '^  ^  the  me^. 
zamne.  Her  reluctance  was  plain,  and  a  male  less 
preoccupied  than  Tom  would  have  felt  the  flattery  of 
her  smile  as  she  added,  "I  don't  suppose  we  canYe^ 
you^from  your  friends  any  longer?"  and  extended  h« 

He  gripped  her  fingers  convulsively  and  made  the 

i^tfe^^'^.:!:''  '''  ^^"^'  ^'^"^  ^^-^^  -  - 

"There's  just  one  thing  to  think,"  he  said  caustically 
as  they  moved  toward  the  door.    "Your  nt.sr  fn^ 
have  given  you  a  bad  case  of  SA^elled  head  " 
He  had  her  undivided  attention  at  last 
•At  least  they  are  my  friends,"  she  flashed.     "But 
you  know  there  isn't  a  word  of  truth  in  what  you  say. 
^d  you  know  you're  in  the  wrong,  only,  instead  of 
adnuttmg  it,  you  try  to  throw  the  blame  on  me." 

he  rlrted  ^'^"  ^'^  '"  ^"'  '°  ^^'  ^^y^^l" 

WTiich  was  unanswerable.    She  had  not  meant  to 

from  f^  ^  ,^"^""g,altogether.    This  abrupt  exodus 

"That's  the  talk,"  he  whipped  in.    "FU  hunt  vou 

be l^tir^""^  ^u^  ^^^^  Y«^^  t<^-"ight  and  will 
De  startmg  soon.    Here  they  come  now ! " 
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o'  *«  M'untT".?;^  "ir •'^t  "-^  c.„« 

-Mr.  Sattorlw."  ^''"'»"'»«-    «'«  Moore 

The  dear  Satterlees  professed  .!,-(.  j  ■•  .. 
SJes  questing  eagerly  toWdlh.  i        u^'"**"  *'* 
Then  the  congesUon  brolht  t!?.!^""'''"''''  «''««'■ 

e'bow,  gave  him  l^^^'^t^  *!  '>'»1'"  "» 
comment  on  the  crush     ,/"'«""«"'  "d  dropped  a 
it  sufficed  Mr  SatS.  Jj,V  """'"'  °P''-J^g.  but 
prise  worthT  ofhT^ih*'^'  ^  .f'^  ^'"^  ""  «""- 
reserves  and  ii  alther  m'^r"."^.''"''*'"  "P  >"- 
"ormed.    It  now  S^e,^"^:?'  '"^^P""";-"  was 
likewise  the  goal  of  theCT         mezzanine  was 
-tt  avowed  ft.  the  enable  tet^^':    ^"'''  "«" 
corroboraUon  and  her  Wh  '  j      ,     "  *  "'"'d  of 
scored  the  follyof  se-^„„      .  ,'''  "''"  '"  ^  cue. 
Post  Road  trXtdSre^'"  ^^  ^-k  ««  ^e 
Tom  plucked  at  Sheila's  sleeve. 

you  CwX  "''  ^'''-    ""'"  ^'  "»■«.  Tom,  and 

ton.  and  I  shan't  hav"  S^  ",?f.  P''"'^  Stough- 
S^ethrewhimasmilell^Sr-P^^-;;^. 


*»»  HOPl  CHB8T  ^ 

public  prf„.,  „,  E ufXy'I^l^^h*  ."^ ""  "» 

•P"t  from  the  other.  '"  *"' «""  '  '"»»«• 

-ElheT-""  "''^  *'*'"  •»-°**''" "»  "Id  tt  once. 
^Don-.  ,«„u<m  her.    I  «e  Um«gh  her  m«.„. 

and  I  know  her  ^oJ%^  ^'^^^^L  bT't  7 
one  of  the  busiMf  ii»*i«    r    u         ,         "^'    ^"^  s 

get  acquainted."  ^  *'  ^^^°  ^ou 

''Let's  don't  talk  about  her." 

youii:rurror„.t^rTrz-7/°'''' 

Bun   was  a  tough  proposidon  I  had'put  ^IZ] 

"Yes,"  she  assented.    "But  it  was  har^  f« 
too.    I  felt  thaf  T  h.A  u      J  ^™  ^°'"  "ie 

idt  mat  I  had  bound  myself  to  a  stranger. 
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it  dot'w  J""'"  *^  ''P"'""-    "St-ger  or  no,, 
His  eyes  took  possession  of  her  anew. 

Vou  d  be  sorry  to-morrow." 
Never  I" 

want  it  sdd  SaT^,^™     •  '"  '"  y""'    ^  <'»■>''  «ver 

to  wait^'  '''  ^""  ^"'  '^'^  haven't  so  long 

;;Don't  you  caU  half  a  year  long?" 

several  d";  is.""'"  '"  """'"^  '"  commencement, 
His  face  brightened. 
I'YouVe  keeping  track  of  the  time?" 

**  You  do  love  me,  don't  you  ?  " 

I  can't  tell  you  how  much  " 
They  swore  eternal  fealty  with  a  look. 
It  1  c-iid  only  kiss  you  I"  he  said      'T.^u 
somehow—  "  ne  said.       Can't  we 

"You  know  we  can't." 
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:;«^«IdyouIikeitifweccuId? 

^^^ftn,^^^'-2rr'^    "He^weare- 

»d  not  on  ^lllte^':i''^r  v  "  ^^'^^  »» 
chaperon.    She  ke^^l  ^    '  "^  "^  ""»*"  «  ^e 

What  has  kept  you  apart?"  * 

good°"a:l?4raf a*7  'S^  2™^  <"->^'^-  «  as 
Old  Harvard,  ■^e  pL  i  f,,^  ^"^  "'  «»™  « 
isn't  mine  "  '^       "^  '""  °'  ^'s.  and  his  set 

^oprart^i:*stf-'£"^^^^^ 

He  meant  well  buMf^  ^^°''  ~  ^"^  a"  that. 

I  went  up  SXTknl^rso^ri'^n"''- 
came  down  from  Pvof        .'^      ,^       °"^-  Lounsbury 

^1  ^i^new  a;rrooSrraXn?rno"r"'^ 
H^dh^:or,irJ^j',f;^"^^'s 

2ainMnSn.ith.,ofS:':^aXt-ri^: 
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My"^^  that  it  had  been  you,"  she  said  fanpul- 

wasn  t  n  the  begmmng.    I  hated  Harvard.   But  I'm 
as  loyal  as  anybody  now      I  don't  *«,„  t  ""V 
his  friends-I%e  S* of  Lt  oL  "L^Tn^^'ir 
envy  him  his  headlines     He'^  IhL T^'  .  **°°^ 

On  the  whole  it  seemed  best  not  to  emlain  that  she 

„    f '  ""  """K  in  judgment  when  what  she  reallv 

if  J  t  r^    ^'■'  "^-flawless  and  infallible -the 

lord  of  her  mmd  as  weU  as  of  her  senses.  ^ 

But,  cunously,  she  had  to  look  into  the  face  of  M^n, 

»r«rX'r'sh'"''rr-  ^^^^^^ 

She.r^t;-^i'-^-t-"ch 
,!o„  ^T  "'■y  *■'  "xi'  ™d>  a  strong  tapres 

I  don'^HndSdTatT^"^  ""'  "^  ^'  "  '^<'- 

Sheila  understood  it  perfectly 

"Through  with  the  light?"  she  asked,  controlling 
her  voice,  and  at  the  girl's  distrait  nod,  ex^n^^l 
the  readmg  lamp  between  their  beds.  ^ 

Mol^^ro^  '^7ZLT''''  ^  ^  ^^^"  ^"-^ 
"Not  that  I've  heard  of  " 

Ms"ey:s'r?t£irUi1I"^  «d  .t  the  b^  o, 
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S^^J^^?  ^^^^  wool-gathering,"  she  said     "Ha 

wa  probably  thinking  about  some  onfelse" 

e,3  J?"  '^  not  flattering.    But  is  therr^fl'some  one 

"Yes.    I  haven't  the  right  to  mention  her  name  " 
'The  long  stillness  was  broken  by  a  litUe  sLS 
Of  course  it's  the  Hoyt  giri  >'  she  sairf     "T 
member  how  she  looked  at  hf™  ;    J  ^  ''^' 

What  a  pity '»  at  hmi  m  the  restaurant. 


'  ,'-'.\m 


CHAPTER  TEN 

A  PEW  minutes  after  her  return  to  the  cloistral 
Zt'^V^'-w^  °°  *^'  «'"'=™'  Sheila,  p~ 

Sophie  Perrin  disapproved  of  strong  emotion -it 

^n  Tc    .  ^    ^^""P'  confession  and,  motioning  her 
to^a^seat,  she  gave  the  girl  and  herself  a  momUs 

"Now?"  she  said. 

Sheila  suddenly  felt  and  looked  a  culprit. 

Of  course  I  will  tell  you  all  that  happened   Miss 

Pernn,  if  you  insist,"  she  said,  "but  -  well  nart  of  ^ 

would  be  hard  to  tell."  '  P        *  '^ 

/^egin  at  the  beginning,"  directed  Sophie  crisply 

Where  did  this  -  reunion  take  place  ?  "  ^' 

Taft^U^^^^^^^^^^  ^''''    "^^  ''''''  °^^^^^^^  ^'  '^^ 
"Go  on,  please." 

nI?"  'T  *t ''"'  *^^^"  ""^^^  ^e  ^ere  at  dinner 
Neith^er  of  us  had  any  idea  that  we  were  in  New 
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"I  daresay  I" 
"I  mean  that  the  other  was  in  New  Haven  "  .h. 

Sur'toTach  Xr" Ve""  %ft  ?1'  "'  ^  ™^ 
^^jn.,  as  Sto„.hru«rrr~  S^ 

"Omit  irrelevant  details  " 

weifi'^^thr-iTif j„f  rr>';  :^y  -« ^y  we 

Ethe,  Hon  anrsre'frien    Thtre^l^e' 

tinul''    ^^^^S«P^^^-    "I'n^  fairly  intelligent.    Con- 

"But  that's  all." 
"All!" 

time "  ^  ^'^^^  ^ounsbury  aU  the 

an^,r at^thf^f  tatS.'^T 
and  quenched  an  abnormal  thi,  ''  "'"'' 

,  I'm  sure  Mr,  Ballantine  iviU  understand  "  =!,„ 
sa^presently  over  her  shoulder.    "Herrrsiun^; 

"Ought  I  to  write  him  about  it?" 
IJon  t  write  thmgs  you  can  say  better  face  to 
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face,    sheady«ed.    "If  Mr.  Ballantine  wishes  your 

doubt  If  he  will  question  Mrs.  EUot  Lounsburv's 
standing  as  a  chaperon."  ^ounsDury  s 

TTiere  was  a  smile  in  her  voice  which  Sheila  answered 

Tho^f "'  '"^*"^^^--<l-^y-irroredanXr 

f  "i^r?.".''  ^^"^  ^^^*  '  ^  expected  in  New  YoAc 
for  the  holidays,"  she  said  slowly.    "They'd  naTural^ 

XrJS-  -.r  ^^^  ^'^'^^  clecidtr  tlTe^ 
!.T?T^*^'*^^'"^y  stay  here?" 

ton/  "a  r"  "^^y"  ^'^  Sophie,  touched  by  her 
tone.  "And  very  glad  I'd  be  to  have  you.  After 
Chnstmas  we  might  even  take  a  run  down  Souti  for 

cn.r.^'n   ^'"?"'"    '^"    ^^c^^inied.    "I'm    so-so 

frsf;:i;gtr.''^^^"^''^^"^-^-^w: 

dry^ly  matr  :f7a:t  "^"^'  '^'  ^^^^^  ^^^  ^^^^ 
no7Jd-Er^^^-^^^^^^^'''^^esaidwitha 

The  upshot  was  a  letter  to  Sheila  herself,  not  from 
Roger  BaUantine,  but  from  his  wife;  a  le  ter  whTcT 
gushed  the  milk  of  human  kindness  ^nd  glow  d  w  h 
Chnstmas  cheer.  They  awaited  her  coming  wh 
eagerness,  it  seemed.  She  must  feel  that  the"f  hime 
was  her  home  and  that  nobody  -  the  word  w^s 
underscored  -nobody   would    be    more   wekome 

^g  ?    And  her^'t'"  '^1  ^'^  ^^^^^  ^^^  «^  ^^ "- 
mgr'    And  her  tram?    A  postscript  alluded  to  the 

meeting  at  the  Hotel  Taft  which  Tom  had  brieflv 

reported   and   Ethel   described   in   colorf^   S 
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have  dfn'cS':^^^;,,^  reirLt^'dT' " 
Pf^rn-n  o^^    =»"«iewnere  m  the  sane  company  of  Miss 

dipped  into  ^..i^z,  z  ^::ef  rp.r 2 

that  there  were  two  Sheila  Moor^*  n««  perceived 
ture  of  feeling  who  .iJy'iZ^  Tom  fri^r- 
The  other  was  a  passionless  being  who  saw  hfm  f 
mere  boy,  heedless,  self-centeredllr^.f  hun  as  a 
letter  from  him  -  and  ^1  i!^  u  ^^"^-  ^^^^ 
correspondent^  added   ?    ^f  ^''°"'"  *  '^""''^^^ 
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store   served  thousands  of  the  dangerous  sex.  con- 
tacted a  secret  marriage,  and  even  now -^'ard^ 

B  \T  "T  "^^  °°  ^^'  ^*y  *o  »eet  her  husband. 

But  the  thought  of  MoUy  at  her  side  damped  the 
famt  humor  of  the  situation.    She  would  have  HkS 
to  be  fraiik  with  this  girl  who  was  herself  so  oiin  and 
whose  friendship  she  valued  above  any  she^Xo^ 
Would  her  affection  perish  when  she  learned  the  wZe 
mith  about  Tom  BaUantine?    In  the  final  reveEn 
would  the  memory  of  that  bedtime  talk  after  the 
gime  rise   like  a  flaming   sword   between   them? 
Would  her  own  silence  at  the  mention  of  Ethel  seSn 
as  contemptible  as  a  lie?    It  was  a  tortuous  p.A  to 
happmess  m  which  Daddy  Joe  had  set  her  feet     The 
windmgs  of  the  labyrinth  began  to  frighton  her. 

Roger  Ballantine  met  her  at  the  Grand  Central 
Station  He  looked  very  tall  and  broad  and,  fa  Ws 
rough-hewii  way,  very  distinguished  as  he  awaited 
her  at  the  bamer,  and  her  former  awe  of  him  returned 
m  fuU  measure.    But  his  handclasp  was  reassuring 

Nothmg  wrong  with  your  health,   I  see "  he 
greeted  her.    ''That  games-mistress  evidently 'earS^ 

"Indeed  she  does,"  said  Sheila.    "IVe  discovered 
derkfag'"  """'''"  '  "'"''  '""'^''''^  ^^^«  I  ^as 

"That  chapter  hasn't  slipped  your  mind  yet?" 

No,    she  smiled. 
"How  about  your  baggage?" 

"It  came  down  by  an  earlier  train  —  checked 
through  to  the  house."  cneacea 

"CoUect?" 

"Prepaid." 
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ft,l'^%"''°**^  "f'^,^'^"'  "^  *"  "«ht  too.   aren't 
^ey  ?    Tom's  specialty  is  C.  O.  D.    I  expected  to 

"A  wreck!" 

«idS  *•  ^'."^^*;  ^"^  ^^  ^^  "P««t  the  schedule, 

tT.  n^'  f'T-/'  ^",^^"'  ^^*^-    I  ^^'^t  to  run  down  to 
the  plant  while  we're  waiting  " 

thfntJ.'^^  ^^'  ^u'^'""^  ^'^^  ^  «"«  ^^"d  and  tucked 
the  other  under  her  arm  as  they  passed  through  th^ 

eTnaid  h""  ''/  f  ^^  "^"^^^  ^^  ^^«  kind  he  had 
ever  paid  her  and  she  realized  that  he  meant  it  for 

a   ign  that  their  relations  had  entered  a  new  status 

cT   anS'  r-  ''".'  ^'''''''''  ^'  ^^^P^d  her  into  ^e 
car  and,  tossmg  the  one  word  "Factory I"  to  the 

chauflFeur,  climbed  in  beside  her,  andThey  Itrud^ 

do^^-n  through  the  tenements  of  the  East  Side     He 

was  silent  as  they  drove,  but  she  knew  it  for  the  silence 

msently   the  aroma  of  melted   chocolate  drifted 

''Get  it?"  he  asked. 

;; Yes,"  she  said.    "Advertises  itself,  doesn't  it?" 
fc  this  neighborhood  at  any  rate,"  he  assented 

bS:T"  '''"'  "  '^"^^'  ^°"  ^-  ^-^"  it  for 

They  drew  up  before  the  entrance  of  a  great  buildine 

of  yellowish  brick,  with  Ballantine  &  Hoyt  stretcS 

m  huge  letters  across  its  severely  practical  fagade^^ 

I  won  tbelong,"he  said, dismounting.  "I'm  only 
here  for  a  few  figures  from  the  head  bookkeeper." 

May  I  come  in  ?  "  asked  Sheila. 
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He  stared. 

"You'd  like  to  see  the  place?" 

"Hnw  r'^-  /''i:^'^'^  to  fo'  a  long  time." 
How  long  a  time  ?  "  *  ^^ 

"A  year  at  least." 

"Hop  out,"  he  said. 

She  followed  him  to  an  elevator  and  tliMi/.-  *%.       v 

wht  titter  Kr^Ifp--?- 

of  framed  photographs  iUmtraUng  th^  cUture  S 
the  cocoa  bean  in  Trinidad  and  Ecuador     ?h.  . 

had  somehow  never  pictured  th..  trL,-™  , 

Roger  Ballantine's  ba^oimd       ^^  ""  ""'  »' 

Starting  with  the  raw  material  i»li?»  »,«  a»'j 
appearing.    "So  did  I."  '  he  said,  re- 

;;Do  you  mean  that  you  Uved  down  there?" 
l-ive  years  of  my  early  twentiVs     w«„f 
though  it  too -ma  Jed  theVS-  iZ'^^j::! 
XlZr  '^  '"^^  "---•    '  -"'^  a 

They  set  of!  on  a  rapid  round  of  a  nlant  wl^vi,  ; 

STn  ,h.    •"'"'''  ?"«"■  Ball^nUne  took  obvious 
S^rJT  '^' f-'y^oA'-ooms  and  white-clad  woAere 

^^tHiwrt'"''''"'  ^^  ""^^  ^educt^  t^ 

;rnU;t^,X"s^t™estoS'r-»^ 

whichheldfirstpU.eiii'^^^.r  ^"wouM X 
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miss  notWng  of  the  process  of  sorting  and  roastln., 
and  gnnding  of  his  product.  It  was  Loa  wffi 
lus  eyes  redeemed  the  B  &  H  candies  ^  the  fit  S 
chafe  from  triviah'ty.  Cocoa  as  a  foodstuff  c^ot  a^ 
syst:?  t  rf "''  '^T  ''  '  «ospel'oLTd"th 

in  "^^l  '^''u*^'"  P.""^*"«  ^'^'^  ^to  the  poor  devils 

in  the  trenches,"  he  declared.    "We're^orf]n„ 

three  or  four  times  as  much  as  we  did  befo  e  S^  wl"  > 

Sheila  felt  the  contagion  of  his  zeal.  "' 

'i.ZZ'^f'  "^  """^^'^S  '^^^  ^°""ts,  isn't  it?" 

"It  would  do  all  your  employees  good  to  see  th« 

"Oh,  your  sales  record  was  A-i,"  he  said 

that  nartTf'^  '^"  ?'  T^^^'    ^^  ^'  ^^^  i°oked  up 
that  part  of  her  past,  what  else  miRht  he  not  hAv« 

ned  to  explore?    But  his  manner  disa Led  her  fZ 
and  when  he  spoke  again  it  was  of  Tom  ' 

Slid  '  W.!fr'l''  .^''"  "^°"^  ^°^°^  ^^  I  am,"  he 
th  t  tJ?  ?  '  ^'""^  y*'"'  ^  ^«"'t  know  of  any! 
thmg  that  he  is  keen  about.  But  matrimonv  Wt 
a  profession  except  for  polygamists,  and  ifTe  doe  n' 

gl"l  wo^n"^  f  ^  'l.""^"^^^'  -'«  ^^^  ^-to^h 
H?;.  .  .  u  ^^""^  ^'"^  '^t^h  the  loafing  habit 
He  s  got   o  sharpen  his  wits  on  a  real  job  bumo  un 

t^rftnV^^^'^-tomeetand^oh'^^^^ 

loyany ''"''  ^""^  ""'"  ^'''  '°  "°^^'"  ^^^  Sheila 
"Has  he  menUoned  longings  of  that  sort?" 
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had  to  hu5Ue  for  I  Uvl^>  ''  '  "^^^  "^^^^  ^  I 
"You  I"  *' 

wIYr/k  "^^^  '  ""^'^  ^''^^  ™y  son's  energy  to  rise 
higher  than  its  source.    However  I'll  se^  th^u   -    u 
unduly  handicapped  "    ^^^^^^'  ^  "  ^«  ^hat  he  isn't 
"So  will  I,"  said  Sheila. 

at  a5  ^l"lf:.^"  ^^!V^^  "^^^^'  '^"d  she  was  not 
ai  an  sure  that  she  could  have  answered  clearly  if  he 
had.    Some  unseen  monitor  had  prompted  her  that 
this  was  what  she  ought  to  say  to  RogerBallantin. 
As  they  approached  the  station  a  luxuSf^ 

i-tfnraiii:i:r".'^^°  ''^  ^nve^y/rrs/r 

lantme  ahghtmg  m  state,  suddenly  discarded  th^ 
mask  which  seems  so  essential  a  part  of  ^^Lrrth  n^ 
of  bnousines  bore  down  on  Sheila  >^th  a""? 
snule,  seized  both  her  hands  and  kissed  boJ^her 

"How  weU  you   look!"  she  cried     "An^   i, 
pretty!    Such  a  color!    Roger   sendty  car'awaT 
Im  gomg  home  with  you  and  the  children     ShlSI' 

^ouW.'^t'"  ^T  "^  "  f-^ay  welcome  " 

M«    Blw'"^"'^  "I^'"  '"'"''^  her  husband. 
Jfc.  Ballanune  locked  arms  affectionately  wi^ 
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"W^*A**?^!  "°  practical,"  she  said,  movine  on 
WJiat  has  he  done  with  you  while  you  ^ait^" 

We've  been  through  the  factory.'' 
The  factory  I"  ' 

"Mr  BaUantine  had  an  errand  there  and  I  ^%V^ 
tf  I  might  go  through.  It's  a  wond  rful  piac?!^ 
80  hght  and  clean  and  wholesome.  But  I  do?^  „«^ 
to  tell  you  what  it  is  like."  **^ 

"Oh,  dear,  no.    I  went  all  over  it  once  ~  wl,^  \, 

Zl     5   •   T  ""«'"  "> »«  a  kind  o(  sLctua^^ 

from  you.  I  had  i,.VZ,^T,l  m1^  ?^,2;^ 
system,  but  I  must  confess  that  it  L.  u  J  ' 
well  for  you  in  ever,  way     I  I  h=S  i^  t„7    "'•°",' 

"With  you?" 
"Yes." 

"Such  interesting  Mends  for  you  to  have  made  I 
Ethel  says  that  tney  seem  devoted  to  you  " 

genuin""''^  '™''  "'  '^^'"  ^^  Sheila.'   "They're 
;ou„d  thett7l't  Jra^SS^sc^^^  tr 

a;srrssta„?rj7t  tif :s.  ^^^"' 

""*^'  ana  at  tlie  same  mstant 
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hn^  Identified  his  companion  as  Stoughton  Louns- 
hlZ  f  ^^,^7^^  °»  ?«  best  of  terms  and  in  no 
haste  to  part     Indeed  their  pace  was  a  saunter  till 

S  Ji^^u  '^''  "^'^  ^^^"^'^  ^^^"'  ^ith  face 
transfigured,  he  abandoned  Tom  to  his  fate  and  shot 
forward  to  greet  her. 

"pil^'^  f^^?*  ^°"  ''^'■^  '^^"^"g  here,"  he  said. 
Id  have  been  the  first  man  through  the  gate  " 
As  she  presented  him  to  the  Ballantines  she  caught 
a  ghmpse  of  Tom,  thwarted  and  buffeted  by  the 
r7i.  J  •  P^l'  ^""^  ""Siiiiling,  he  loomed  over  her, 
and  w^th  an  air  of  stem  determination  kissed  her  ac ' 
curately  on  the  mouth. 


CHAPTER  ELEVEN 

T^  one  member  of  the  group  in  no  way  perturbed 

c"nh!'""^'^.  ''^  '^^^-^  an'rutomatk 
belm  on  ^h'  '"''  '"^^^  "^^  ^^^  ^''  <^««tinued  to 
Lh^i^  '°"'''  ^'^"^  ^^  «°"al  zenith  which 
had  blazed  so  miraculously  into  her  orbit 

Tn      K    ^  .T  ^''  "'  ^'■^P  y«"  at  your  home   Mr 
Lounsbury?"  she  a^kpH      '<xi,        •      T      ""'*^'  ■^*^'^' 

in  our  car/'  ^^"'^  ''  P^""^^'  «^  r«o°» 

pro^t  '^""''^  "''''  "^"^^"'^  ^^  g^^«  fro"^  SheUa's 

smHe^'^BuTr  ^^"f  °!,^'"'"  ^^  ^^^^'  ^"^^^"ng  a 
a  taS  n  1  ^/^  ^^'f  ^^  ''"'  ^  P°^t^^  scouting  for 
a  taxi.  Delighted  to  have  met  you  all."  He  bowed 
to  hem  collectively.  "So  long,  Tom."  ™^'^ 
So  long." 

Mrs.  Ballantine  watched  him  till  he  disaoDeared 
and  then  rounded  on  her  son  disappeared 

shrStni^d"  "'"'""  ""^°"'^^°"^^^^^--?'' 

"Yes,"  he  said  shortly. 

"Then  why  didn't  you  call  him  Stoughton?    You 
haven't  ^  particle  of  tact  or  -  or  -" 

''Respect  for  the  nobility?"  he  suggested. 
Don  t  be  silly.    You  ought  to  meet  such  a  man 
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vou^'^H.  ^'  '"^"^""^^y  ^'^  ^^'y  ««°dly  toward 
you.    Have  you  seen  a  good  deal  of  him  lately?" 
Tom  made  sure  of  Sheila's  ear. 

hal^'^  ^"'  ^*  i^f  °^^'  ^^y  '0"°d'"  he  said.    "He 
has  seen  a  good  deal  of  me." 

sDe^cf IndTn'S^'  '""'.^  ^'°°^  ^°   introspective 
suence  and  led  his  reumted  family  to  the  car   ^h^;u 

and  Tom  sat  with  their  sleeves  touclSg  but  a  t tf 

yawned  between  them  into  which  she  af  least  codd 

"on  f^\'^'^r'  ^-^S«-  The  reason  for  Stoug^ 
ton  Lounsbury's  attentions  to  Tom  was  not  far  to 
seek.    Nor  was  Tom's  defiant  kiss  mystenLs     StU^ 

stone  age     His  caress  was  the  modem  eouivalent  of 

to  Jr  "^"^  \  ^'"'-    ^^  ""^  -eant^i^: ttice 
Lnte^lt'"""^^^^^^"^----^-    ^d^e 

vo^^'c^ltl}"^\f  f:i'  ^^"^°^e's  complacent 
meed  Z^L    /      ''^-  '^'  '"^'^^  ^^^^s  who  had 

rfor  le^Jti,  "^  °''''"'^-  '^^^^  g°^s  also  came 
m  for  lengthy  comment.  One  would  have  thought  it 
a  recepuon  rather  than  a  relief  committee.  Charity 
had  nobly  covered  a  multitude  of  skins.  Then  b 
^e  gray  wmter  dusk  they  reached  the  gray  hous^ 

oZ  ?ne  or?.^'.'''^'r^  ^^^'  ^^«  Lawson,  flung 
open  one  of  the  iron  doors  so  suggestive  of  a  ca^e 
and  she  passed  again  into  the  halJ  of  tlpeftrks  and 
the  grandiose  stair.  ^^pesines  and 

r.rfT\  ?^"5"^^«^  shucked  off  his  coat  into  Ben's 
practised  hands  and  headed  silently  for  the  ISSg 
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n^llt^'^'  ^'''-  -"l  a  "iancing  man  whose 

you  feel  more  «  romT" '      ^  """'«'''  "  ™«">t  make 

Tom  followed  them  into  thp  iff    o^-    ^  j    , 
mechanism,  studied  the  Sded  ftetwork^f  ^J"*^*' 

said  SmI  '°^.Sh!r  '"'  r  '°,  «"  ''""  Miss  Perrin," 
to-„^      ^"^  "•"""  '^'  »'  off  your  hands 

Mrs.  Bailantme  looked  pained. 

ness  to  welcome  her.  apparent  eager- 

hnf  t-^^^"*'".'^"  '^^^  ^"^  *^^  ^o"««Ia  of  New  Haven 

know  .  ich  other."  '  ^  '^^"'"  '^^">^  to 

Th^j,  both  accompanied  her  to  hpr  rn,^«,  „  j 
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not  before    ttotS^nv'  r'""^'  "'  "^^  had 
room  coSainS  Tot  »      '%'"T''"^  <>'  detail  the 

binding  wouTltThth^eSUte     "^^''^''^  "^ 

hou^\tghTbo«\utTco'^r  °/    '"^  "»- 
cliiU  or  wound     St.?.  ?"''*  "''  '""Ser  awe  or 

means  or^ape  boLX^J^'t'^T"  "" ''  ''=  " 
ratlier,  for  both  SheH,  m!?  "*  ^"  '™  ^'^es, 

at  the  same  time  B„,  tJ-  ''  ''"'  "^''"S  ««  ""'nk 
brain  tissue,  ^san^dtT?-!'  "  '^^^-'^^  «"  *= 
^dened  iriJes.treyt  Lfe^  '^^l^-  J™  "^^i^ 

But  a  woman's  truest  mLo*-,''  "^  ''''^^hness. 
Ethel,  encountering  her^rr  J,  ^"''*"  ''°'"^°- 
ing  room,  found  an  excuse  ,0 1^^      '"  •'"  ""^  ''"''■ 

So  subdued  werette  tnnl     I   I^'''"'''™^- 
the  threshold,  SheL t>u°h   ,^'I^    '"T''  '"'>""■'' 
could  have  arrived     But  fw  "™'  "^  ""=  «"''^ 

assembled,  and  ^^i  .t  d  JSnT";  ^"  "^'l 
caviare  with  an  eamp=f„,  "'^^f'^'^hmg  cocktails  and 
her  as  supremely  dTo,''^'  °'  ^"^"'^  ^'"'^h  struck 
^ared  her  jSnTof  Iw  forMsT'''?'"  ''"^^ 
^^  humor  of  the  .cene^Ir^X'Kr  w^^! 
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'>  "'and' W^'''?  ''\'\^^  ''  ™^^«  ^«  dinner 
go  ,  and  her  look  on  beholding  SheUa  was  that 

of  Ae  castaway  who  sights  a  sail.^  ^  "^^^ 

undertone   ^"EtT  T'"'  T^ '"  '^'  '"^^  ^  ^ 
are  shS     Tf  f  "^^^^  ''^^^^  ^^'^y  while  things 

S  2*  f„!,^!  ^'"^  ^''  ^°^  ^^  W  room  littered 
with  gilt  furniture,  passing  from  guest  to  imest 

M^s'slule^'w^^^^^     YouVe'^met   Mr.'^aTd 
MroreiM^rp'?'''\fy  d^^*--    0"^  ward,  Miss 

lore-Mr  J^r^ll^  ''"^^-   ,?-  --d'  Miss 
a/-.     J,  er  —  1  m  so  sorry." 

the  Up?""'-"  ^^  •*'  "'"'^8  "™'.  bowing  from 

iJv'v  r«  *f  ^'"'^"■■"ker  found  common  ground 

"en,  weanng  his  Lawson  manner,  announced  that 
dmner  was  served.    Whereupon  EthelTprarS  S 

stScai        '^^  "^"^  ""  '•o™  'h»  monumentai 
Thanks  to  this  exercise  and  the  mellowing  cocktails 

L"rj  s  Se?  ^es'^^^sit '''  r "~  ^^ 

.eshet  and,  a^;?-  t:  ^  tk^U^sidTi^t: 

r^  ;„H  •  '  ''^'  ^°«''  Ballantme  prodded 

a  wan  and  expensive  melon  and  listened  with 
saturmne  gnn  to  Mrs.  Price's  description  Tf  her 
new  Pekmese.    On  that  lady's  left  sat  Tom  witt 

oroker,  Mrs.  Ballantme  at  the  far  end,  the  husband 
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of  Ae  owner  of  the  new  dog,  "Flo"  Satterlee,  and 
finaUy,  completing  the  oval,  Sheila's  alternative,  ^e 

placrcarr'       '  "^  '"'"^  "^^  ^^"^^^^  ^^ 
"Pretty  name,"  he  said.    "I  didn't  get  it  upstairs 
But  nobody  gets  mine  at  first.    Yet  Goocmean^s 
simple  enough,  don't  you  think  ?  "  ^°«^ea«  ^ 

sh^plf '    '^''^    ^"^   ^    ^^*    Goodheart    was 

''It  sounds  as  if  Bunyan  had  invented  it  "  she 
added,  trying  to  do  her  part.  ' 

"Bunyan?"  he  repeated.    "Don't  know  the  chao 
Can  you  do  the  Pavlowa  gavotte  ?  "  ^' 

"No,"  she  said.     "What  is  it  like?" 

His  explanations  were  drowned  by  Mrs.  Satterlee. 
nn    '^     .T  ^'f  ^^  charming  Lounsburys?"  she 
queried,  addressing  Sheila,  but  pitching  her  voke 
for  the  entire  table.     "It  was  such  a  pleasure  to 
meet  them  infonnally  as  we  did  that  night/' 

ll^"^,  '•      ^  ^^"^  speak  for  the  others." 

rirls  "  n?,t'^'"l/°''S  Jr^^y  ^^^'^  ^^  Lounsbury 
Se  f'nnT  '"p  '''  ^^"^"^ine.  "And  Tom  made 
the  tnp  from  Boston  with  Stoughton.  They're  class- 
mates you  know.  He  has  a  most  attraTtive  per- 
sonahty  -  so  modest.    One  wouldn't  dream  h'  was 

LrToiT" '°°'''" '''''  ^^^"^  ^-^  ^ge  -"t 

;;rve  never  asked  him,"  said  her  son  wearily. 

.     .  -u  'T^  ,''^'^^''  "1"^^^  man-of-the-world,  in  fact  " 

dT  "  And  "•  rf '^.^^"'  .'^^"^  °^  ^^"^^  ^-  ^-w^- 
Fff;i  .  A^^  J'^'  ^''  '''^"^^^^y  handsome  father. 
Ethel  and  I  both  spoke  of  it.    Yet  he  has  something 
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No     she  repued  sweetly.    "Do  you?" 

that  gentleman  oSe  C  eCSaLil?  n"" "T 
o'  the  Pavlowa  gavotte  W^^T^  Pnnaples 
authority  and  encoui^L  K  T^^  "  ""'  '>»^ 
his  dating  ^S^'1le'''h^^Xi:d''"'S""<' 
^rVelo^Tasr  """'  "^  --     H^t^ 

It  was  a  lavish  and  if  nn!«»  k«  .     •.    . 
cessful  dinner    After  IhTTu     *  ""''rion.  a  sue 
"as  incessant  but  «ceMSh'^  "Tt  ""  <*"'«' 
tine,  who  sipp«l  13' ?er  th"""  ''°«"  ^*"»- 
no  listeners "^  Ethd'     toZ?  t*"°  ""'  ^^^^S'^ 

were  carrying'"^^:  i  t^^tX''tanr'^'' 
ous  topic  the  war  —  Mr  r     JT^^®^'  ^^^  danger- 

to  bridge,  which  tappS  a  b^bbur^'^  °"?"^>' 

acardga^rorSirrs^"-:-^'^-' 
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auction  that  very  afternoon  and  now  with  stupefyinir 
accuracy  detailed  hand  after  hand.  * 

It  was  almost  as  Uresome  as  verbal  golf,  ard  her 
husband   who  had  heard  u  all  while  he  dressed  for 
dinner,  desperately  broke  silence  and  revealed  him- 
self  as  an  automobHe  manufacturer  from  Detroit 
He  rehearsed  the  wonder  tale  of  his  rise  to  Mrs.* 
Satterlee  and  then,  unchided,  repeated  it  with  the 
same  words  and  gestures  to  Mrs.  Ballantine.    Her 
ban  upon  business  discussions  in  the  home  was  elastic 
for  every  one  save  Roger.    Mrs.  Price  did  protest 
but  Uie  burden  of  her  complaint  was  the  total  de- 
pravaty  of  hfe  in  Michigan  which  she  said  she  shud- 
dered  to  recaU.    Mr    Goodheart  sympathised  with 

Ku^J^^J  '^.^^^  civilization  ended  at  the 
Hudson  River  and  that,  whether  it  liked  it  or 
not  the  whole  crude  hinterland  had  to  follow  the 
lead  of  httle  old  New  York.     Take  dandn^  for 

But  it  was  in  action  rather  than  speech  that  Mr. 
Goodheart  shone  his  brightest.  He  blocked  Roger's 
attempt  to  shunt  the  males  to  the  smoking  room  and 
no  sooner  gamed  the  gilded  regions  above  than  he 
penetrated  the  disguise  of  a  victrola  masquerading 
as  a  cabmet    mserted  a  peculiarly  blatant  record' 

round  the  room     Whereupon  the  gallant  stockbroker 

V  h  Mrs  Satterlee  and  Tom,  less  impetuously 
followed  with  Mrs.  Price.  Sheila,  left  standing  alone' 
found  that  Roger  Ballantine  had  crossed  to  her 

he  t^ld  her  ^  '"'''  ""^  ^'"^  ""'''  ^  °^y  ^''^'' 
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"It's  ideal  music  for 


"I  don't  wonder,"  she  said, 
the  one-step." 

Roger  gave  her  a  shrewd  side  glance. 
Yes.     he  agreed.    "Saint  Vitus  himself  might 
have  composed  it.    But  here  comes  your  partni 
Mother  has  tuckered  out." 

M?^rJt"^f 'I'  '^"^  P*"^^"g  ^«'°  a  <=hair,  and 
Mr.  Goodheart,  his  duty  done,  turned  a  blithe  face 
on  pleasure. 

Ji^^^'u  T  !  *^^"*'^''"  ^^  '^^^'  before  they  had 
teacher  ?^'^  *  ''^^'  '''^''^^'■-    "^^^^  ^^^  ^^^^ 

;Tve  danced  ever  since  I  could  walk."  said  Sheila. 

This  was  hterally  true.  Daddy  Joe  had  taught 
her  baby  feet  dance  steps,  and  she/iad  swayed  joy- 
ously to  music  ever  since.  The  love  of  rhythmic 
sTh^l^S"''"'-    ^^-^^-^^-«-^y  would 

wifh  ^!n  T^  ^  ^^V-'""^  ^^'"''"'"^  which  she  danced 

with  Satterlee  and  Price  in  turn.    Then  Goodheart 
deserting  Ethel  with  scant  ceremony,  claimed  he; 

or  the  second  waltz  and,  that  over,  insisted  on  show- 
ing her  the  mimortal  gavotte.  The  others  pretended 
mteres'  m  the  exhibition,  but  the  stockbroker  hovered 
near  the  whirling  disk  and,  strangling  the  record  in 
Its  last  dying  notes,  whipped  on  the  first  barbaric  one- 
step  in  Its  stead  and  started  briskly  toward  Sheila. 
JJUt  Tom  was  before  him. 

"Mine,  I  hope?"  he  said  in  ballroom  accents  and, 
as  they  swung  mto  step,  in  the  same  tone  added 

Corking  one-step,  isn't  it?" 

flare  m  the  raikoad  station  and  his  avoidance  of  her 
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do^.'^"^  *"'  "<»-  "O  "8-^  approached  the 
»ind- '  ■*■""  ""^  "'  '»«'*'  Tom.    Would  you 

Mowed  Butt  Z^''r^1:^°™"8'P<'«t''y 
J.e.  h-brary  beyond '^dtto^'  Syl; tr  IV 
^^back  at  the  suave  gy„.tiols  ofE^Te,  tdl^l' 

P.::^t  Cttr-"  "'  '™"^^-  ""•»  a 

two  crises  h  ^.e^ti^donTSs:^*  '^jTr" 
see  fit  to  choo5«»  if  oo  *u    "*\"*s'-0'y-     lorn  did  not 

aston^s^ed  pTqued  bL^  'f  I?^  ^°'  "  '^^^  ^"^  she, 
took  down  a  voLf  vt  ^''^''^ '«"'  «^  ^he  shelves 

pening  it  at  random,  came  upon  these  words : 

empfoy^^  lli^^hStv'^'  t"^''  ^^^^^  ^°^d  be 
*-  j^  m  nospuahty,    Johnson  :    "You  are  to 
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S^i*J  tl»at  ancient  hospitaUty.  of  wUch  we  hear 

t^  Hm^  .^"^  *  commercial  country,  a  busy  S)un* 

ffaTOr  ^rPw  ?  "P"'^''.  "ho  said,  when  he  graLSd 
sides,  sir,  being  entertained  ever  so  mllftt  rJX 
table,  unpresses  no  lasting  reeard  otZzJ     m     " 

"Let  me  in  on  the  joke." 

Je'^stld^^h'",""''  i°  ""'""'  R°8«^  B»U»- 
une,  studjing  her  from  the  depths  of  a  ereat  ch»ir 

which  had  hidden  hhn  till  now  '^    '  "*" 

Jausi -'hJf ''",^'  'l'"  "''"''y-    "I  ''^  filing 
fcwriCrere"'  "'°''^'''  ""'  <"  *»  ^^ 

anfaskt^r"LttIme?~''""''*^P""««' 

she  translated^^Tglow'^of  pSir  '"'"'^"'"' ""'^ 
And  who  was  Johnson  ?  " 
She  was  able  to  tell  him  this  too. 
I  remember  now,"   he  nodded.    "The  young 
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woman  who  wiected  mo«t  of  tU,  Hbraiy-A.  _„ 
»  college  gr«lu,te  who  worked  fa  myTffice  «JS 
year,  ago  — wid  that  this  hook  i.^h  „  !^  ™ 
nature  to  the  K,uar.  fach  tL^'y  'm^C^wriZT 
h's  queer  that  you  Aould  be  the  on.  to  b^  utS 

Me  «med  about  to  My  more,  but  hi.  mf.  entered 
the  end  •'  '""'  *'  «venfag  to  be  a  .ucce»  rwitto 

friend  "^'^'  ""  ■""«"'    "«  «'<'•    "They're  her 
Mrs.  Ballantfae  left  thi.  unanswered. 

family  discusSon  nfir  «^^  ^"-  *J"^"ed  the 
appeared.  Then  Sheila  became  aware  of  a  cru«;hrnl 
faugue  and  general  dissatisfacUon  ^t^  L  o2 
more  m  the  Rose  Room  she  turned  on  all  the  h^Sts 
and,^g  the  pier  glass,  took  melancholytoK 


CHAPTER  TWELVE 

SB  was  down  early,  as  on  her  first  mommi,  in 
th»  house  but  this  Ume  both  father  an^^n  i« 
before  her  in  the  breakfast  room.    Therwererit^" 

Roger  BalJantint^aXV^^L'^rreZr'?^' 

^."nZ't  L'":;'  1*  **'  -ffieratel TurtesyTf 
last  night  and  offered  scraps  of  tame  table  talk  m 

It'  were  a  stranger.    Even  the  butler  --  B»  one" 

«o«  m  name  and  bearing -.adiated  a  warmj 

Tie  three  left  the  room  together. 

abruptly.  "  '''''*""«■  ■^''"""'  '^^  1^  father 

**One  or  two  errands." 
"Take  Sheila  along." 

fasW  ^""^'-  ""'"*  ^  ^'  ^'^^W^'' »  ™»»terly 

'•  Nfmattr"'&t'^  ?*r/''"'  '"'  ''"■"  "«  "i-i- 
adavofT  V  ?*' ™' of  dw"^.  you  two.  Make 
a  aay  of  it.    You've  earned  it." 

paL'stu^To^  for  the  excursion  with  the  utmost 
P^s,  but  Tom,  waiting  for  her  in  the  "cold  storage 
box     off  the  entrance  hall,  was  oblivious  of  hfr 
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jpta.*,,.    Hi,   young    brow   wa,    f„™,ed    with 
tol'S  SS'L'"  wfL'""'"^-    "Y""  «»''  h^ve 

pr.?TorVor.„^f2i'i:''!srr."^;- 

me  any  more.    I  —  I  wish  Th.^    ^     .     .  ^^  "^^ 
Pemn."  i  wish  I  had  stayed  with  Miss 

"It  ™  a'  ^'tie  '''^''  "^  ^--bridge,"  he  retorted, 
father  so  at  brcakf^t     Thfr^s  ^u'^f'    I  '°^^ 

"I  don't  see  why." 

off  mtha  wild  fling  of  tlie  anns    ^  ""  ''"'" 

She  w^lu^^LfP^  '°™8  "-*■   l^ve  you?" 

in  the  steu-on!"    '^  ~'  '"''  Lounsbury  there 

Sheila  eyed  hhn  for  a  moment 
Visualizing  ■''- 
outright, 


It  was  safer  to  kiss  me,"  she  said. 


light  have  been,  laughed 


if 
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kJ™\."  ""^  ^'°^'"«  °^*"er.    I  know  why  he's 

T^e  eternal  feminine  stirred  in  her. 

Has  he  said  so?" 
"No,  but—" 

;;Then  I  wouldn't  either,  if  I  were  you." 
ping^'out^iTh^s^lk'^^^^^    Vour  name  is  always  crop. 
thlustS -"'  '"'^^'  ^°^^  ''  '-  P^^^  you.    If 

mZ^ef    ^'  '"  '  ^^^^^^'^P^  o^  you  on  his 
"Of  me!" 

"It's  a  snapshot  MoUy  sent  him -one  taken  «f 
the  school.    You're  skating  "  ^  ** 

^'jOf  all  picturesl"  she  exclaimed.    "I'm  a  fright 

"So  that's  your  comment!" 
''Don't  hiss  at  me  through  your  teeth." 
I  m  not  -  at  least  I  didn't  mean  to  hiss  at  vo„ 
But  I  expected  a  serious  answer     I  rn„ «?  f  ^ 
serious  answer  "  "^"^*  ^^^^  * 

;;He  doesn't,"  said  Tom  succinctly, 
isn't  ii?"         '""™"'-    "^''^   "O"   fluttering, 
.He  gave  a  badgered  growl. 
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''Do  you  belong  to  me  or  don't  you  ?" 

Ion/'    V  *  '^'^l'''  ^^  ^^y  yo"  say  that  word  'be- 
long.'    You  might  be  a  Turk  " 

he^'^Iof'^'  '*  ^'^  P"'«»""y  «»  «!!«'  that 

hol'Slt'  ^•■mnl'^''  '"<'«»«»»<'.  Sheila?"  he  cried 
vnl^'y.       T  '  ^°^  '""  '0™  »«  ^  I  love  you  ?" 

^^lu     J   ..        ""passioned  note  in  his  voice 
n^,i   A  ^r  ^«  '«nd«">«s  for  Tom,  and  die^; 

CsA^e^'^rter^r-*"'^""'^-""" 

buil^-'jld  ^^.''  ^'^"^  "'  ^'""Shton  Lo»^ 
"ury,     said  SheUa,  her  brain  clearins     "How  h« 

>.uwant  me  to  .eat  hin.  i,  I  ever  iT^eyest'hl" 
Jom  approached  the  problem  with  a  huge  toler- 

ouriv°""Tl^''  "'^t  «^"»^."  he  said  gener- 
^d-anJ^"  "  ""''"*  «™'""'  l^'^""  freezing 

"Melting?" 

;;You-U  be  dWl  to  him.  of  course.    I  have  been." 

togeL'"r:^„rd.%r;ere°z<.rc.'""'"'^ 

"One  can't  help  lildng  ^".7"'  ^l™™'  '*»»»y-" 
"And  besides,  he's  Stoughton  Lounsbury !" 
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lag 


way 


His  eyebrows  contracted, 
''You  know  I  don't  truckle." 

I,.  K      '"  f^^  ^^'  "'  ^ow  it>  and  you  may  be  sure 

th7^'re  mTniX^  ^  ''  "^  ^^^^  ^'-  ^^  ^-rs 

anlwereT"  "JTr'"^  ^'"'*  ^^"'  ^^'^^  ^«'th/'  she 
answered.       Use   your   common    sense    dear    anH 

trust  me  to  use  mine."  '  '    ^°° 

She  felt  unbounded  confidei.rp  in   »,«- 

-nse  now.    And  Uanq„m3;1tof  Se  t;.^^; 

love  for  her  rash,   boyish,  handsome  Tom     Slfl 

topped  «1th  hin,,  lunched  ^'th  hiT^nd  cl^e  agl 

with  him  mto  the  torn'o  wintry  air  all  in  thTkiw  ^ 

aaord  of  their  reconciliation^"  Not  since  tptX" 

r^U^bZ? ''""""'."■    That  other  t:Ke 

LUm;  r^   *;  <"«^''<"^8  Sheila -slumbered 

rottoveT^"^  -^'T  °*  *'  ^P'^'-  "<"  q-^te  for- 
goiien,  yet  not  vividly  recalled 

'^T'J'Z  ??''^  ^^'  '"  ^°^^^P  ^"d  to  serve. 
Its  too  late  now  for  a  matin6e,"  he  said    "h„f 

we  might  try  the  movies.    Haveyou  been  re  llv?" 
^;Not  smce  I  left  Atlantic  City."  ^ 

Are  the  movies  too  vulgar  for  Miss  Perrin?" 
i   dont   know.    There's   nothing   of   the   tin^ 

near  us  in  the  country.    Anything  lm°'be"to 


"I  hear  there  are  good  war  pictures  uptown 
perhaps  y9u'd  prefer  something  cheerfiU ?" 
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"Yes,"  she  said. 

he'luggS^^  "'  '^  *^"*  ^d  t^e  our  pick," 

They  rejected  two  houses  nf  i,.,,-  •  i 
paltry  exteriors  as  t<x,  .Sao   ZTf.^''  "^ 
ambitious  in  architecture   «.Jff    ■.*^^-  ""<"•« 
purveyed  battle  Zmd^L^    ^  '""''•    ^  t^ree 
brand  of  comej;  wS  is  „^,!"f »  "'="*.  and  the 

spying  a  fourth  theater  do™  r,^™T;«-    ^™' 
the  elevated  structur^  l^r/  '''°">"8"a«  which 

wiU,,au«hterrCre^:r''  *'^  ""^^  '"  '' 

of  th^ir„^:"  ^e  ?oJt  rt  '^'  r- ""'-' 

ey? teteSt  ^^  ^^-^^^^  tear    Her 

-^^rS^TJti^rin'^^T^r^J-'™ 
behind  these  ve^aS  &  ,t"^  "T'"*  "<"» 
lobby  I    Her  glaSe  flew  in^ara'S^-'''^"  'J^ 

with  on  t^:  bZi  Wan;^,"^^  ™"  ^  -^-  you 

-  the  n,    u  s,,p  »th:;,r«  "-^^i 

^  i^es,    she  said  with  parched  lips, 
is  lie  a  vaudeville  actor?" 
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"Yes." 

his  picture  rmakTun.   ''"""''  ^^^-    »"'  here's 

him  and  looked  on^fface  whth  ^""^  ''^^  ^'^^« 
Daddy  Joe's.  ^"^  ''^^  ^°d  was  not 

;;  Yes,"  she  said  again.    "That  is  -  Mr  Pam  " 
Did  you  ever  see  his  act?"  ^• 

A  long  time  ago." 

"Was  it  funny?" 

*;i  — I  thought  so,"  she  faltered     "B„t  T  ^    u 
beheve  you  would,  Tom."  ^  ^^^'^  * 

"Maybe  I  would.    Anyhow    ifrf  h. 
see  s^„e  one  y„„  t«ow  A^l""  ^W  S^..*° 

one  could  not  rp«!i«f     ci,    r  i.  ,  »"  "*• 

ward  by  son,e  b^e.  ^aLer'Th"  "^  .""" 
ever  befell,  she  must  go  in  ft.?r  •  "*'  ^'"'- 
father  would  take  no*  dial  "  t'^VT  !"" 
hun^r  which  must  be  forthwith  apposed    ^""^ 

iTL";^  "!,P'««^  too,  you  know." 
4  Xd^ut^lL?;^'™^.''"  *^  ^"-  -!■« 

in  the  darkne.  but  kin 't.,  ^T  '"'"  ''"  '"^''d 
glare  of  the  electnV,  ?,  ^ i™'"'d  it  in  the  fuU 
Indeed  it  was  he  w^  "7°'"'l  "<"  h^™  mattered. 
ti.e  hghts  w»^t  t;  ^tht  Chutffir  ^  "'■'" 

^ru^^eiS  ins  n^  i  -«^  - 

-e  fresh.    X«n  pursued  ^'reS:^^;^™^ 
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a  running  fire  of  sarcasm,  but  his  ribcs  were  a.  mor* 

wSXr  l''ct\T..''^  coufd  norhL^^^S 
Th!v  1-  ?.  u     T*^  ^"^^"^  ^«'«  good  or  bad. 

fac^Tu^hliJ^-'^f''"'  Murrays-a  group  of  mild- 
s^eLrv.-  K  ?  ^'^P^'^  skins -exhibited  feats  of 
strength  which  Tom  asserted  could  be  seen  any  day 
m  any  gymnasium.    His  mood  was  growing  more 

w^lhng  and  winning  artists,  the  trained  dogs.  Bui 
to  Sheda,  numbly  expectant,  the  singers,  the  aero- 
bats,  the  ammals  and  their  critic  were  aU  negligibir 
fe  fancy  she  was  behind  the  scenes.  She  saw  D?ddy 
Joe  leave  his  dressing  room.  She  saw  him  take  W^ 
way  down  bleak  halls  and  crazy  stairways  to  tt^^ 
wmgs.  Just  beyond  that  thin  barrier  of  bricks  and 
mortar  he  stood  waiting  his  turn.    Now  -- ? 

^ut  the  descending  drop  was  followed  by  the 
white  screen,  and  another  fihn  drama  began  its 
Srr^H""''^^^"'^^^^-    Then  she  femem 

acts  us^Ar?  r /"'""^"^  "^"^^  ^°°^^  b^t^^^n  two 
acts  usmg  the  full  stage,  and  her  mind's  eye  pictured 
hmi  moymg  about  behind  the  curtain  whiet^ 
scene-shifters  changed  the  set.  Muffled  noises  reached 
her  ^d  once  a  low  direction  in  a  voice  she  tho^ht 
she  knew.    At  last  the  sorely  tried  lovers  of  T 

Jv  °;h^.':?'""'J"  ""^^"^"^  against  a  lowerbg 
sky  the  audience  breathed  freely  again,  and  the 
ypuUi  whose  proud  office  it  was  to  tend  the  placards 

Rosebuds.  '  '''^  """'"'^^  "^'^  ^^  ^^^  ^  Sk 
The  latter  were  first  disclosed.    Or,  to  be  exact, 
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curtain  fell  and  with  no  dekyTfieron  a  ^ff    '^^ 
scene.    Gone  the  rose  garden     In  t «     .  '^""^ 

rural  schoolroom  with  the  Sk*  in  n'  ff     '.''"  * 

Tom  sighed  heavily. 

rainy  da;s"„  tt'  "      '''''  ""^  '"  ""^  "^  "h' 

voS^'^^er  or  ,"^'^  "■  ^'^  her  father', 
dfafcct.  '         "^«''  '^™"  *'  ^P""«  of  his 

he  drea^r  stood  "^  hlT   ^^  °^"  '^'  ^^'^^old, 
•^breUa  on  a;^.  "^  '>^'  »  ^  "™er  and  hung  his 

fo^d'  ^^e'  °1  "^'  '""""^  ^^  ""  "ore  pro- 
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rf  ^^resaon  and  even  coaxed  a  laugh  or  two  from 

''The  fellow  is  a  bom  clown,"  he  said. 

Sheila  missed  this  tribute.  She  was  strivinir 
^  peer  trough  the  make-up  at  the  ma^  hS 
Was  he  happy-her  father?  Was  he  well?  He 
coughed  at  mtervals  in  a  way  that  disquieted  h^ 

^ATiV^  ^^'  ^"^^  '^^""^  that  floated  above  the 
fpothghts  ?  She  watched  him  anxiously,  trying  to  ^ 
t^guish  his  natural  tones  from  the  ^ro^y  dhle^ 
She  began  feverishly  to  plan  a  secret  meeting 

Then  the  Six.  trooping  back  in  gauzy  raiment 
and  with  tresses  loosed,  burst  again  Lo  Lg^nS 
having  sung,  danced  with  energy  and  even  erace 

^add^  f "  1^^''  ""^  ^  masqueflding  fau^sk^^d 
Daddy  Joe.    There  were  three  curtain  calls  and  at 

^entS  I '  ^^^'-''^  "*^"^  ""^  ««"ri^^  one  of  his 
talented  legs  m  jocose  farewell. 

Tom  had  to  remind  her  of  his  presence, 
we  ^?"  ""' ""'  ""'^  ^'  ^'^'  "^^'"  ^«  ^d-    "ShaU 
un^hJ^^^'"''  her  hat  and  walked  silently  beside  him 

morfto  I'/n-V'^'^^r'"  "^^  ^°^^>'  '^^  ^^e  once 
more  to  the  picture  of  Lew  Pam  and  his  clustering 
buds.    Tom  passed  it  with  a  shrug  ^  ^"^tenng 

"Poor  devil!"  Ke  said  contemptuously.  "I  sun- 
pose  that  stands  to  him  for  fime.  How  LZ 
wor^^Sheila,  did  your  father  come  to  kTow'su^' 

The  word  stung  her  out  of  her  torpor.  It  was 
Daddy  Joe  he  was  traducing! 

"Riffraff!"  she  exclaimed,  whirling  —  ^-        •  • 
vyes  ablaze.    "''-  -»--      •  -     ® 


that  what  you  think  of  himl 
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His  jaw  dropped. 

"Sheila!"  he  gasped.  "You  look  ready  to  eat 
me  up  What  ails  you,  anyhow?  What  have  I 
done  r 

,  "^  ri!'?  ^^?  y°"  ^'^  *"y  o'^e  else  insult  my -my 
father  sfnend.  You  might  be  proud  if  you  were 
even  half  as  good  and  unselfish  and  noble." 

He  was  far  from  grasping  the  enormity  of  his 
offense  but  her  wrath  was  a  fiery  reality  which  it 
plamly  behooved  him  to  placate. 

"I  didn't  realize  how  you  felt,"  he  said  penitently. 

The  vaudeville  people  are  rather  a  common  lot. 
you  know,  and  that  chap  Pam-weU,  he's  cleve^ 
of  couree  in  his  slapstick  way,  but -oh,  what's  the 
use?    I  said  it,  and  I'm  sorry  —  awfully  sorry  " 

The  apology  was  not  couched  in  phrases  to  soothe 
such  a  wound  as  hers,  but  she  regained  her  self- 
control  m  the  street. 

"I  think  I'll  go  round  by  myself  for  a  while,"  she 
said  quietly,  as  they  reached  the  entrance  of  a  de- 
partment store. 

"All  right,"  he  agreed,  eager  to  please.  "I'll 
perch  on  a  stool  at  the  glove  counter." 

"No;  don't  wait,"  she  replied."  "I'U  find  my 
way  home."  ^ 

She  put  a  revolving  door  between  them  before  he 
could  protest 
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FaoM  behind  a  rack  of  petticoats  she  saw  Tom 
enter  the  store,  peer  right  and  left,  move  a  step  or 
two  toward  her  hiding-place,  and  then  take  a  false 
turn ;  at  which  she  fled  down  an  aisle  in  the  opposite 
direction,  caught  an  elevator  just  as  the  gate  was 
closing  and  issued  breathless  amidst  toys  and  groceries 
on  an  upper  floor. 

She  had  acted  on  the  single  thought  that,  come 
what  might,  she  must  see  Daddy  Joe.  For  the  in- 
stant nobody  else  in  the  whole  world  had  couated. 
But,  as  things  had  fallen  out,  her  hasty  plan  to  steal 
back  to  the  theater  was  impracticable.  She  might 
run  into  Tom  anywhere  below.  Or  find  him  on  the 
watch  at  the  stage  door  1  There  'as  no  t-lling  what 
he  suspected.  Why  had  she  p  n  way  to  anger? 
Why  had  she  rid  herself  of  him  ,j  abruptly? 

A  demonstrator  in  a  nurse's  costume  pressed  her 
to  taste  a  new  breakfast  food.  Sheila  mechanically 
declined,  and  the  sound  of  her  own  voice  steadied 
her.  Asking  her  way  to  the  women's  waiting  room, 
she  found  a  vacant  desk  and  sat  down  to  write.  Her 
pen  raced  through  the  first  lines.  To  the  craving 
for  a  sight  of  her  father  which  had  drawn  her  into  the 
Jieater  were  now  added  such  a  distrust  of  herself 
•nd  such  a  dread  of  the  future  that  she  felt  no  longer 
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Ae.Tj^'l^ .''°"*-    ^^^  underscoring,  and  blot, 
sne  protested  her  urgent  need  of  him  Xa  t     •     ^ 

•topped.    Where?    She  diKarded   J«.?i         ??" 

^.aMeUveo.  and  mailed  it  Ue^Jt"?  £.' 

Dowed  to  her  wild  caprice  and  gone  his  wav  HU 
bewilderment  did  not  trouble  her  Vet  ^^l'^'  .u 
hand,  she  felt  no  bitterness  He  VnL?  ^"^ 
his  station  across  the  ab^'^U^'fo^a  ^^  ?^Zt 
harey  hours  she  had  thought  an  iUuIr  iStS^ 
herself  a  playtWng  of  chance  and  dully  awaited  wh^ 
the  morrow  might  bring  forth.    W^derfarsWh, 

lS:itI:T  ir  '"^  ^''«™'  ^'  ^'"'TintoTo^ 

"^,',  ,n^^.  ^^.^""  ""  "  «"'°''  laughed; 
Out  of  aU  Fifth  Avenue  what  a  window  to  choose  i  " 
^She  became  aware  of  a  display  of  tobacco  and~  M 

"It  isn't  so  odd  at  Christmas  time"  she  »id 
raUymg  her  wits.    "One  gets  desperate."  '^' 

Ethel  s  bUck  eyes  had  a  hard  brilUance. 
.1,.  "/?"/  "''niing  of  giving  Tom  cigars  -  don't  " 
^^■^d^'^s^.    "He  doesn't  care  for  thim." 

mtiS     S*,?"  '"''"  '""  ^"  "  to  Tom's  tastes 
But  M,  Ballanu-„e  does,"  she  counter^. 

">ose  t,  u-,j5  he  smokes.    Some  man  down  near  the 
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equator  has  the  dreadful  wcret  of  their  manufactan. 
Arc  you  homeward  bound?" 

Th#y  moved  on  together,  and  Sheila  noticed  that 
the  ,)as8er»-by  were  interested  in  her  companion. 
Tu  omen  swiftly  inventoried  her  cbthes.  The 
nor  ai  praised  her  slender  figure  and  then,  at  closer 
i-nr'e,  her  modishly  veiled  face.  She  seemed  to 
Cirordy  an  ideal  of  the  street. 

'  1'  flaps  you  didn't  intend  walking  all  the  way," 
«  1  ^  £ "' J     *"^     ' .  let  me  tire  you  out." 
YoiM       u    1  like  walking." 
'D.    ,    .?    I  loathe  it.    That's  the  Spanish  part 
c-  me,  I     ippose.    But  the  American  part  fights 
«^own  my  in* u tlence.    I'm  half  and  half,  you  know." 

"I  didn't,"  said  Sheila.  "Though  Mr.  BaUantine 
told  me  that  your  father  married  in  the  tropics." 
"Yes.  I  was  bom  there." 
The  meager  scrap  of  autobiography  clothed  her 
with  a  new  interest,  a  certain  mystery,  a  glamour  of 
romance.  But  to  the  girl  herself  her  origin  was 
seemingly  plain  prose. 

^^  "Spanish  women  tend  to  grow  fat,"  she  added, 
"but  I  mean  to  keep  thin.    Dancing  helps,  of  course, 
but  I  don't  depend  on  it.    Rain  or  shine,  I  do  my 
three  or  four  miles  a  day.    It's  a  terrible  bore,  for 
I'm  usuaii>  alone.    Be  humane  and  come  round  the 
reservoir  with  me  to-morrow  morning." 
Taken  by  surprise,  Sheila  hesitated. 
"To-morrow?    I'm  sorry,  but  I  shan't  be  free." 
"But  I  mean  early  — say,  eight-thirty  or  nine 
o'clock." 

"There's  something  I  must  do  early.    Any  other 
day—?"  ' 
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th.  gilt  f„Xe  "'.^-  ^^^puLf'f ''""'  ri""! 

you  would  havTien  £'"""' '''"  "^>"«  «»"« 
;;TTi«n?>'  rq>ea,ed  Ethel  in  the  cause  of  accuracy 
She  brought  MoUy  with  her     n,.,,   ^"'T^- 
so  disappointed  that  yoT  were  out    9K  T'^"' 
seem  to  have  taken  /.^.J^         '  ^^"^^    ^^ 

.thing  went  o^btutiLr VSted  Tti.  "^r" 
Tom  barked  out  a  savage  laugh. 

l^a^e  Played  a. ^r^^^^^^^^  to 

tts  mother  glowed  a  mottled  ■  ed  ^ 

such  ideas  at  Hai^L     v         ^""^  "''"'  P^'^^  "P 
ciaKst."       ^'"'^^^^     You  go  on  like  a- a  so- 

;;Wliat  is  a  socialist?"  he  challenge 
Sometlimg  stupid  and  ur  :,uth.''    * 
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"Like  George  Bernard  Shaw,  for  example?  He's 
one."  *^ 

She  shunned  the  controversy  and  turned  to  Ethel 
for  sympathy.  But  Ethel,  who  had  anxiously  counted 
the  httle  pile  of  Lounsbury  visiting  cards  lying  on  a 
table  near  at  hand,  now  stood  aloof  with  an  air  of 
boredom. 

"Tom  means  that  we're  as  good  as  they  are," 
she  said  languidly,  "and  that  there  is  no  reason  to 
get  exated  because  they've  recognized  our  exist- 
ence. 

J'^^7,  °^^  ^^  ^^^*^'  **'s  Tom  himself,"  rejoined 
Mrs  Ballantme  with  dignity,  and  then,  perceiving 
Sheila  m  qmet  retreat,  caUed  to  her :  "Don't  go  yet ' 
I  forgot  to  teU  you  that  MoUy  wants  you  to  spend 
the  day  mth  her  to-morrow.  She  said  something 
about  luncheon  and  a  concert.  Of  course  I  assured 
her  you  d  be  delighted  to  accept.  She'll  stop  by  for 
you  about  ten."  "^ 

Sheila  pulled  herself  together. 
"I  will  telephone  her,"  she  said. 

J*  Sheila  has  another  engagement,"  threw  in  Ethel. 

bne  had  to  refuse  me  too." 

.^r^^^^^^l^^^^^""^^"  echoed  Mrs.  Ballantine. 
What  IS  It?" 

She  faced  their  united  gaze.  The  hour  she  had 
meant  to  snatch  to  herself  in  aU  privacy  had  become 
a  subject  of  general  inquiry  and  debate.  Should 
she  post  a  second  letter?  Name  another  day  ?  Then 
It  crossed  her  mind  that  the  bill  at  the  vaudeville 
house  would  change  to-morrow.  By  afternoon  Lew 
Pam  and  his  Rosebuds  might  be  playing  in  the  Bronx, 
Brooklyn,  Yonkers-the  ends  of  the  earth.    If  she 
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ri:i;Thetu:I^"'^^'°"^^^^^-<>"^-    And 

year?     she  asked,  trying  to  speak  lightly.    "Whv 

LnT•'!iv7^^'°"^^°'"*W«^temoonI    S 
won  t  mind  If  I  telephone  her  to-night.    She  can  S 
some  one  in  my  place." 
Mrs.  BaUantine  was  profoundly  stirred 

she  safd""  '"ro'^h^V^^i?  ^"'P  ^^^'  *'^^  "^'^^r 

S  New  Yorl-"  'S^^  ';,  !J^^^  ^«  «"«  ^Wng. 

^r^   Jforjc—      She  fumbled  for  words  strnmr 

«.ough  to  bear  the  eighty  weigh,  of  the"!,,^^ 

T?^j       .^'P'OP'"^  respect  her  twice  as  much 

moth".  *"""?«"«  to  coerce  her,"   said  his 

"What  are  you  doing  then  ?" 

wJm'rwnrsSfetJlir.t^"'"-""''"" 

soX^'ru.re^l^'™'^-''""'  '*'"««'  '^ 
It  s  the  Lounsbury  world  we're  discussiiur »'  I,. 

^■:t  r::i  :rus  ^-h"  "  r^ '°  '^s  c» 

fn^of  thlL-i      ^^"^  ^^  ^P""*^-    She's  the  only 

p      5r  ^'^  ""^"^  '■'^'y  had  a  look-in." 
cr^^Ihrir;  .f  "^'  eyed  Urn  as  if  she  could  not 

Shei^l'  *^i  ^?"  ""^  ''°  *•>■'  to  civiliw  him 

A.  ;i,,,f ''■"""«•    "I  have  failed."  ' 

^they  foUowed  her  out,  Ethel  put  her  arm  round 
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"You've  never  seen  my  rooms,"  she  said.    "Let 
me  show  them  to  you  now." 

It  was  her  own  room  that  she  wished  most  to  see 
but  Tom  was  loitering  to  waylay  her  and,  rather  thaiJ 
be  alone  with  him,  she  caught  at  the  invitation. 
Frownmg  his  distaste  for  women's  wiles,  he  trailed 
after  them  to  a  rear  stair  and,  when  they  reached 
Ethel  s  door  on  the  floor  above,  turned  sUently  in  at 
ms  own  across  the  corridor. 

"These  rooms  were  planned  speciaUy  for  me  when 
tiie  house  was  built,"  said  Ethel,  switching  on  the 
nghts  m  a  chamber  which  would  have  sufficed  for  a 
drawmg  room  in  an  average  dwelling.  "I've  lived 
with  the  BaUantines  since  I  was  a  child,  you  know 
and  they  wouldn't  listen  to  my  setting  up  for  myself 
when  I  came  of  age.  But  I'm  nearly  as  private  here 
as  Id  be  m  my  own  apartment.  And  I  escape  the 
nuisance  of  a  companion." 

She  led  her  visitor  through  a  spacious  suite  of  sitting 
room,  bedroom,  dressing  room,  and  bath,  and  Sheila 
murmured  the  adjectives  a  visitor  would  feel  forced 
to  utter.    But   she  was  staggered,   not  charmed. 
What  she  saw  squared  neither  with  the  canons  she 
had  acquu-ed  at  school  nor  with  her  own  notions  of 
good  ta^te.    Ethel  was  one  of  that  numerous  com- 
pany  of  women  whose  aesthetic  perceptions   reach 
no  farther  than  cl  ,thes.    Her  rooms  were  crammed 
with  faulty  furniture  and  senseless  ornament     What- 
ever she  fancied  she  bought.    Her  long  writing  table 
looked  like  the  counter  of  a  silversmith.    Her  bath 
would  have  stocked  the  inner  shrine  of  a  beauty 
speciahst     Yet  the  jumble  had  a  curious  unity. 
Bhnd  to  harmonies  of  line,  she  had  an  instinct  for 
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oobr    She  had  made  the  whole  mad  riot  of  luxury 

«t''^  ""v*  ""^  ""='■'  ""^  tones  about  me  "  she  mH 
•■Im  unhappy  without  them.    I  don't  W  wh^' 

yeuow  loungmg  robe,  and  withdrew  as  softiv  a.  «!,! 
l>ad  come.  Sheila  watched  m  silence  and  ^„  S  *' 
no^  the  costly  elegance  of  everylSt  a^^t  Sew^ 
She  had  seen  such  plutocratic  Canities  in  shoo  X 
^ws,  but  never  on  a  human  form.  ?hTSsb^" 
^^Wm  Z"?  ""'  '"'T^P""  "  comparison  '^ 
asked  P,l,T.,-\t  Pici-'e-up  of  some  sort?" 

she  wiSi":" '    -"  S"'^'  -'  -J-'e  surf  what 
"A  cigarette?" 
She  declined  again. 
"No  smaU  vices?"  smiled  Ethel     "ni  ,-n,?,,i„ 

^^IdT  ^"'^"^  ^  ^^"  don't  ^d.»    'i     S^^w'a 
gold-tipped  cigarette  from  a  boule  box  ^Ld  th'ed 
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Sheila  crossed  to  the  dresser  which,  like  the  writing 
table  in  the  room  beyond,  groaned  under  its  trappings 

♦i?Vi  T/i  ""^^  i?^  ^^"^^  ^"^^  °^  Mrs.  Satterlee' 
^at  held  her.  The  central  feature  of  the  gh'tterine 
dispky  was  a  massive  silver  frame  containing  a  photc^ 
paph  dashingly  inscribed  "To  my  Gypsy  Queen 
from  her  devoted  subject  Tom."  As  she  read  these 
words  she  realized  precisely  why  Ethel  had  sent  her 
to  the  dresser  and  that  Ethel  was  watching  the  result 
of  her  experiment  through  the  glass. 
"It's  a  good  likeness  of  Mrs,  Satterlee,"  she  said 

^^^^ih^?^'  ^^"^^  *°  ^^^  superhuman  calm, 
added:  "And  of  Tom." 

"Tf^i  "^Tt    ^^-'^^  picture!"    She   laughed. 
I  feel  as  if  I  ought  to  turn  it  over  to  you,  my  dear. 
But  perhaps  you  don't  harbor  any  rankUng  Uttle 
jealousies  of  his  past?" 

"No,"  said  Sheila,  facing  round  with  a  smile.    "Nor 
of  his  present." 

^  She  curbed  an  impulse  to  bolt,  and  they  drifted 
m  outward  amity  back  to  the  room  they  had  entered 
Urst  Ethel  was  reminded  of  one  trinket  after 
another  that  Sheila  must  surely  see,  and  the  tour  of 
her  chattels  presently  led  past  a  window  seat  where, 
^th  a  httle  cry  of  surprise,  she  stooped  for  a  metaUic 
object  gleaming  amidst  the  upholstery. 

"  Tom's  pet  cigarette  case !    He's  vety  likely  hunted 
everywhere  for  it.    Have  you  heard  him  mention 

Sheila  again  achieved  the  superhuman  and  smiled. 
No,     she  repUed.    "We've  had  a  full  day.    I 
doubt  if  he  has  even  missed  it." 
Ethel  balanced  the  case  in  her  pahn. 
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we  talked  o«  "he  «eZP^  T  '^  f "'  ">  "^d-  »»<1 

more  ^<^T^TZ'7Z'^.' f^'^r" 
saw  a  familiar  thin<r  fr„T  '^"''  "  ^  she 

*e  raised  W  fr^  haTt„  r,?""  ''"'^«  ""S''- 
dark  eyes  to  fte  W^i  "n  "'  "?  "P*""*  ^"^ 
sat  here  it  never\,!^r  ^  ^^  '"'"'.  «  we 

married!"  ""  '^'^"•«'  t"  »«  1>at  he  was 

inl^'sS'"'  ""™''  ■■"  '»'^'-  'tood  Sheila 

"Why  should  it?"  she  queried     "Tnm  I 
gave  me  to  understand  that  hfl^t  ""^  *«° 

sister."  "  ™  '"o*^  on  you  as  a 

Ethel  too  had  a  faithful  servant. 
wa/"'r  4^  ^V""  «-  things  in  a  broad 

"^0.  I  CTou'w™f°not™^«  •»  ^y^-^h- 
photograph."  °'  """^^i  »>»«  the 

amtts'rth'^^^ia  r  '?r  """^  *^  -"' 

stinctiveandato^lie^^^.ttr^'?  "'"  '- 
busy  with  the  thonal^f  tu..      1       Z   "^^elhgence  was 

becLing  toa'^sf  ^^'.'^'^^'"'-"''-ely 
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CHAPTER  FOURTEEN 

By  herself  Sheila  rehearsed  the  scene  in  detaU 

played  Tom's  home  truths  in  the  drawing  room 
were,  she  concluded,  at  the  bottom  of  Ethel's  feline 
banng  of  her  claws.  It  must  have  gaUed  her  to  have 
the  coveted  Lounsbury  pasteboards  come  as  they 
W^  f      ^^  '*^"^'^"''  ^^  *«  fi^st  means  at 

a^h.^''  'TtT'  ^''  u  ^  P^^'^-  ^"  ^^ties  were 
a  sham.  Underneath  smouldered  the  fires  of  ieal- 
pusy   and   hate.    She   was  an   enemy.    Then   the 

After  aU,  it  was  not  Ethel  who  darkened  the  future. 
That  moment  with  Tom  in  the  lobby  of  the  theater 
cast  a  glanng  hght  on  the  peril  of  further  deception. 

r^H  .1-  "^^^^f  ""^""^S  *^'  °^ake  Daddy  Joe 
reahze  this  and  then  go  to  Roger  BaUantine.    After- 

rpl^r '^^^"^  '^^^  ^-^  ^^^-^-  the  4 

Her  glance  feU  on  the  miniature  sedan  chair  in 

h.T     mT^'^""^  ^^  ^^  '^^^Ph«°e  and,  remem- 

After  a  bnef  parley  with  a  man  servant,  the  girl's 
own  buoyant  tones  greeted  her. 

-IcL^Tif  """"u^'  "^"^  ^  ^^  y°"'"  s^-e  declared. 
I  can  t  teU  you  how  much  I  miss  you.  Sheila  Moore." 
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can't  come  to-Lo«ow?^    ^'""'*  ""•«■"  «>«  »d 

are  tied  up  L  ftefn"  '  V'°  "'  *"»•    »  you 

m^n r''nnf**"  ^  **  y"".  Sheila?" 

l^ow  no  to-morrow     pT^.   "«™™"' «">mcli  would 
was  tlie  last  tCftey  wou?^  °°T~*^  "<»«»*- 
rCan'tyoute^rthr^rP^*"^''^- 

-I^ir,^.>"'''''-'^-"i*tening.    .-I 

There  was  a  pause. 

"Sheila!" 

"Y-yes.» 

C;^i^tuK:^*t,rrtr  ™"-^^- 

wing  I  can  do  ? "  *^'      ^  '  ^^^e  some- 

^^/S;;:teh^ve5fi'^^^^^^  "There 

Good-by."  ^^'  ^  ^^^^  yo"  and  always  shaU. 

tha?Ltlt'uVoW:^rr.'V"^^ 

dress  and  dine  and Tf  hr      ?^'''^^  "^possibility  to 

«>  she  senrwoX'^^^^rBajrr^^ 
headache  and  was  on^h    ^^"^"^^  '^at  she  had  a 
^as  on  her  way  to  bed.    But,  as  it 
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feU  out,  she  regretted  that  she  had  not  Ignored  her 
throbbing  temples  and  taken  a  firmer  grip  on  her 
courage.  She  had  scarcely  slipped  between  the 
sheets  before  Mrs.  Ballantine  bustled  in  and  with  an 
air  ahnost  professional  popped  a  thermometer  in  her 
mouth.  Amateur  doctoring,  it  seemed,  was  one  of 
her  hobbies.  To  her  surprise  she  could  discover 
no  temperature,  but  she  blamed  the  thermometer 
rather  than  the  patient  and  prescribed  a  sovereign 
remedy  of  singular  bitterness  and  Ungering  memory 
which  she  administered  in  person.  She  made  no  less 
than  four  calls  as  the  evening  lapsed,  and  during  one 
of  her  absences  her  post  was  unexpectedly  filled  by 
Tom. 

Sheila  took  his  knock  for  a  maid's  and  was  more 
than  astonished  when  he  pushed  boldly  in  and  bent 
over  her  pillow. 

"What  is  wrong  with  you,  darling?"  he  asked. 

"What  are  you  doing  here?"  she  returned. 

"It's  my  place  to  be  here  if  you're  sick." 

"But  I'm  not." 

"Mother  thinks  you  are." 

"It's  only  a  headache." 

"  Mayn't  I  order  you  an  ice-bae  ?  " 

"No.  no." 

"Do  you  have  these  attacks  often?" 

"  Please  go  away,"  she  requested. 

He  sat  down  or  the  bed. 

"Your  voice  has  a  healthy  ring,"  he  commented. 
And  your  color  is  reassuring  too." 

"You'll  be  saying  next  that  I  ha,    .'t  a  headache 

clb  clil  I 

"No,  I  won't.    But  I  do  think  you've  used  it  as 
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«n  excuse  to  avoid  me  Dnn**  i-*»  j 
hard  feelings.  I  h^  on?^  ^' V^*^  ^' ^ay  with 
that  everyUiing  wT  a^?  w  i"f '  ^«^  ^  ^^^^^ 
every  thin^wasV^on"  ?i'  ^^en  "- bing-o  f  ^ 
I  made  this  aftemooT^^d.  U^tuTvZo^t  ''^.*^ 
though  I  can't  see  yet  that  if  J..  i!  '  "  *>  "  ««««>. 
Perhaps  if  I  In™  p. '  ,L   *?  '"'=''  *  <''««/  hisult. 

Not  that  u  t.t^.'t7Lr:rs^'^t'^t 

was  «"iu"!^  '  *"  "»»  -i"-  yo«."  si«  «iA 
••YouWang-ywithme?" 

"And  everything  is  as  it  was  before?" 
How  could  she  answer  that  f    hi    i 
"Crying!"  he  e^chtaed'-S" '''^"  «"««»«'. 
you  must  be  r    IW  tlT    V     ^''™  y™  "«  iU  - 

undoubtedly  havTTL"       ""      "°"'"^^-  5""'" 
Jom's  face  already  betrayed  marled  symptom  of 

'e.'sirrnfdo='4re.'''-d.    ..IcouMn. 

o'ta4:t7it.e'd:faSirr '» **^''*«' 

"yabulbfashionedint^Srol'TB'Sffi 
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It  wu  a  grievous  misfit  for  lips  already  puckered 
by  the  sovereign  remedy,  but  turn  her  head  as  she 
might  there  was  no  escape.  Still  more  curious,  the 
hand  which  ever  thrust  this  instrument  of  torture 
upon  her  was  the  hand  of  Stoughton  Lounsbury. 

Morning  saw  her  restored  in  body  at  least,  but 
she  took  advantage  of  her  supposed  infirmity  to 
breakfast  in  her  room.    Then,  spying  from  her  door, 
she  found  the  first  stage  of  the  way  clear,  hurried 
downstairs  and  got  out  of  the  house  without  meet- 
ing any  one  save  an  underling  of  the  butler.    Her 
recoUection  of  the  rendezvous  she  had  named  was 
shadowy.    She  knew  only  that  it  neighbored  the  far 
side  of  the  park.    But  a  young  poUceman  with  a 
sudden  taste  for  natural  history  was  explicit  in  his 
directions,  and  a  crosstown  car  and  an  uptown  car 
between  them  brought  her  to  the  museum.    Her 
early  and  radiant  apparition  caused  a  stir  among 
Uie  attendants.    They  were  plainly  astonished  at 
her  mterest  in  fossils.    And  the  fossils,  when  she 
reached  them,  astonished  Sheila.    It  would  almost 
seem  that  the  scientists'  had  exhumed  a  prehistoric 
circus,  the  collection  had  grown  so  since  her  dimly 
remembered  visit  as  a  child.    It  now  took  three  halls 
to  house  it,  and  she  had  to  search  two  of  them  before 
she  saw  Daddy  Joe.    He  was  pretending  to  look  at 
a  long  defunct  something  in  a  case,  and  he  continued 
to  look  at  it  after  their  eyes  met.    She  might  have 
been  anybody's  daughter.    But  she  would  have  none 
of  this  caution.    She  darted  toward  him  and  hung 
upon  his  neck  and  kissed  him. 

"You  shouldn't  have   done   that,"   he  protested 
with  an  anxious  glance  at  a  yawning  guard,  the 
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sole  and  ^different  witness  of  her  car««      "v 

Y^^trfXr-'r^""?"^-    "I  don't  ere. 

Joe  Mooce  swaUowed  hard. 
I  m  not  much  to  &»> "  h^  -»:j   *    . 
"But   you  I    My     mT^\,!^^  "^'1'  '^^  ^  »>iie- 

in  dctafl.  *         ™'  ™P'»ssion  verified  itself 

"You  have  a  cough." 

"I  guess  I'U  swear  off  smoking  New  Y^ar'c     tu 
don^grow  real  tobacco  any  mofe.""''-    ^^^^ 

You  re  not  well,"  she  persisted     "An^  „     i. 
a  lot  of  new  lines  in  yoS  face     I  j^'  ^  "  ^T 
worried."  ^         ^^'    ^  oeheve  you're 
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boot,  and  Joe,  noting  the  general  direction  of  her 
ga«e,  drew  his  own  footgear  under  the  bench. 

"You  wrote  that  you  needed  me."  he  rcmindwi. 

What  can  I  do  for  you,  honey  ?  " 

She  faced  him  resolutely. 

"I  want  you  to  give  me  back  my  promise,"  she 
said.  "I  want  to  teU  the  Ballantines  everything  — 
and  take  the  consequences." 

"Feel  like  blowing  the  Ud  right  off,  eh?"  he  re- 
turned slowly.    "Well,  that's  a  pity.    You  don't 
know  how  I've  patted  myself  on  the  back  over  that 
big  Idea  of  mine.    And,  by  George,  it  was  a  big  idea ! 
Look  at  all  you've  got  out  of  it!    Of  course  I  was 
dead  sure  you'd  make  a  hit  with  old  Ballantine  if 
you  had  a  fair  start,  but  I  didn't  dream  what  a  knock- 
out it  would  be.    Don't  think  I  wasn't  interested 
because  I  never  answered  your  letters.    They  beat 
any  COTtinued-in-our-next  I  ever  tackled." 
Her  eyes  brimmed  with  hot  tears. 
"I  feel  so  —  so  contemptible,"  she  owned.    "You 
are  ihe  best  friend  I  have  in  the  world  and  yet  —  oh 
I  must  have  been  mad  to  accept  such  a  sacrifice ! " 

"Sacrifice  nothing!  You  haven't  got  a  line  on  it 
at  all.  Why,  I'm  tickled  to  death  to  see  you  setUed 
m  life  and  on  velvet  at  that  I  I'm  foot  loose  again  — 
able  to  take  a  chance.  You  see,  I  want  to  can  that 
bum  old  act  of  mine  and  break  into  the  movies  I 
know  I  could  do  comics  with  the  best  of  'em.  But 
I  mean  to  sign  up  right  while  I'm  about  it.  I  have 
my  eye  on  a  California  company.  That's  the  cli- 
mate." 

T  uStu''";!*;    ^?'*'"  ^  ^"^^  *^»y  ^^  ever. 
I  shall  be  all  alone." 
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J^  *'»"«fr  «^  Ic.  ««uu„g  „,  ,^  bright. 

'No,  no,"  she  said.    "TV*.  t^\A  .     . 

bKng  me.    I  want  to  mA        .      ^®"  '^^•^ »  ^o«- 
^1  „  want  to  make  a  clean  breast  of  every. 

"But   whyl^Th"  ^''  r^^  ^*  truth  -  yes  " 

better"' a  teCS^^asr   ^'^^   "^ 
Tom  is  turning  out  --"     hI  .         '""^  *^  y**"'  "»d 

frown.    "Let  L  h.v.  i.  ^     T'  ^"  *  ^^'^  with  a 
^  i^i  mt  nave  it  stniiL'ht    ^hM\a      t    t 

" ^r^  "^  ''•' >""  "»  ^-^  was?"      '"••    '"* - 
^Apictu,.  wiU,  a  dominant  noU,  of  yellow  »^ 

Her  father's  face  cl<ar«l. 

Then  you  do  need  a  tonic  I  " 
SheUas  eyes  ht  with  a  martyr's  fire. 

"VoumnlXrse^it^'^h'tro"*''  *«  *cUrcd. 

.  Vou.d.dn't  teU  anybody  you  Ze  conung  here? 
-"y™>*"-*^k«iyou«>uld?" 
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"I  don't  understand  — " 

"It  may  sound  like  a  fool  riHHU   k„*  .•*»    v 

r*  ^^  «  whopping  lie  that  they  wouldn't  beUe™ 
«.  You  couldn't  convmce  them  tLt  I  had  just  von 
fa  nund.    They'd  think  I've  been  lying  W  wdS^ 

t"^.  prove  I  was  on  the  level,  and  ditZ  Z^l 

"Time?" 

T  J  ^?"  "  "■*  '™*  "»>»  out  years  from  now  — 
I  don  t  want  it  to,  but  if  it  does  -  I'U  hL™  a  JeZ^ 
bdl  of  health.  They'U  see  I  was  simptyTr^^^^ 
»ve  you  your  chance.  There  won't  L  anTio^ 
olatemon^  sticking  to  my  fingers.    Nota?rfr 

She  could  not  destroy  this  ar<n,m.„.     tr         , 
sflence  seem  a  filial  duJv     A^dT,      V    "i?  "'"''* 
from  the  present!*  he"'La^e^'  t^'tht^rif^^ 
wluch  would  be  his  once  he  had  br^fnU^thtm";!^ 

«ppf"n^;vr4"'To::sfX''"""'5 

r^^ken  te'l^'t'1:  ^^^^^^^Vt 
x^jDOKcn.    Were  top-Imers  at   the   'Cresr^nf   f«, 

ZZ  "'-^  ""'a^:!''''  "'^"^  ""»d^J^"r  th  ^ 

»^  bUl  ^hV'    ""^  ""'  '  crackerjack  Christ- 
•MsbUI.    Thatremmdsmel"    He  fished  a  parcel 
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myself."  ""^  *'  °^^'  quiet-like  by 
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CHAPTER  FIFTEEN 

^  BLmDED  with  tears,  she  stumbled  from  the  build- 
ing and  heedless  of  her  direction,  wandered  into  the 
park  It  was  over,  the  meeting  which  she  had  thought 
would  mark  a  turning  point  in  her  Ufe.  And  her 
course  was  unchanged.  There  could  be  no  deliver- 
ance from  the  labyrinth.  She  must  grope  on  as  she 
had  come  and  somehow  justify  herself  and  Daddy 

Above  all,  Daddy  Joe  I    Till  now  she  had  not 
Jcnown  how  much  he  meant  to  her.    Their  other 
partmg  was  joyous  to  this.    Then  she  had  gone  from 
ta  on  the  wings  of  hope.    Everything  was  to  come 
nght  m  the  end  as  m  the  romances  she  used  to  devour 
But  her  romance  had  not  folWed  the  accepted  pat- 
tern^  Everything    was    coming    out   wrong.    How 
could  she  be  happy  vdth  her  father  shut  out  from  her 
hfe?    How  could  he  be  happy?    She  was  not  de- 
ceived by  his  manner.    He  was  at  heart  forlorn.    And 
to-morrow  would  be  Christmas !    Then   the  parcel 
clasped  to  her  breast  became  a  mute  reproach,  and 
in  a  passion  of  remorse  she  hurried  toward  the  shop- 
ping district.  ^ 

Pitching  upon  an  aristocrat  of  haberdashers,  she 
bought  more  ties  and  handkerchiefs  than  Joe  Moore 
nad  at  one  tune  ever  owned  or  even  dreamed  to  own 


THE  HOPE  CHEST 

thwarted  im^^mZL^Z^^^T'  '"' 
man's suffiesUon, he. rul..i'  "''  ""  "■«  "Ira- 
was  all  MSK^^^  ^,  '""^'  *»'',^«''*  "»i'-  H. 
Schooled  to  beS^'nn  ^"-  '^'^  ""  business, 
rich,  hft^k  d^  "o  '-Pnse  at  the  vagaries  of  U,e 

should  start  tor'^Xitn'L^  T'l'  ""^"«'' 
the  tender  of  her  dZ^L  !  ^  *\''°"-  ■*'* 
his  memory,  ffis  .We  «t T"*  '"u""'  •■"  '""• 
His  back  .ILki?  fesflufe^fS'  ™".'"""- 
and  an  unctuous  "What  mav  Ik  ^  •^<>">i'<g  I"  / 
showing  ,«,,  Mr.  irnl'"r;>"  "'^  *"'  P""™'^  "' 

.-.tilti^''7stou^;;tfll'^  V''''  '"'f-"  *»  vol. 
off  Ms  hat  wiafeL':™;&3ur";''„^  '"'^ 

ings  were  inaudible  ^^'''  ^^'"^^  «'««t- 

"It's  fate,"  he  said. 

sn.ilewere  vital  phenomena  ""'""'P  "^^  '"«" 

frora'i'.""'"'"  ""  "P'""'-    "'^""'t  tr.  to  run  away 

"F^whlt'tvelt"    ""  •""""■'"'•"   "«   -O 
,        wnat  Have  I  been  running  away?  " 

you^i^.tl^it"^  """''"''■   "^'"'^''  Po-Wy 
"No." 
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Molly  wasn't  the  only  one  who  was  disappointed 
when  you  'phoned.  I  was  going  to  meet  you  girls 
this  afternoon  and  take  you  to  some  tea  place  where 
we  could  dance." 

One  of  the  urgent  reasons  became  clear. 

"Molly  didn't  mention  it." 

"Would  it  have  made  any  difference?" 

She  shook  her  head. 

"No"  she  said.    ''In  any  case  I'd  have  had  to 
refuse." 

"I  wish  I  could  beUeve  you'd  have  found  it  harder 
to  refuse  —  if  you'd  known." 
"Why  so  it  would  have  been,"  she  repUed 
"You  mean  it  I" 
"  Of  course.    I  adore  dancing. " 
He  looked  crestfallen. 

''How  you    tantahze  a   fellow  1"   he   exclaimed. 
Uoesn  t  the  partner  count?" 
Sheila  moved  toward  the  door. 
"I'm  apt  to  forget  all  about  him  once  the  music 
begins     she  said.    "Unless  he's  a  bad  dancer." 

Either  way  he's  a  cipher,  so  far  as  I  can  see." 
He  laughed  rather  ruefully.     "But  Molly  warned 
me  that  you  re  a  kind  of  will-o'-the-wisp  nobody  can 
catch     he  added,  as  they  came  out  into  Fifth  Avenue 
Is  that  your  car  at  the  curb  ?" 
"No,  I'm  on  foot." 

"So  am  I,"  he  said,  "and  going  your  way,  if  you'll 
let  me.  \  ou  need  some  one  to  look  after  you  in  the 
crowd  and  I've  had  practice,  you  know.  I'll  never 
forget  how  we  met  in  the  crush  at  New  Haven.  There 
hasn  t  been  a  day  since  that  I  haven't  thought  of 
It  —  not  a  day." 
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^hdia  bd,eld  the  situation  f„t  ^ppi„g  „«  „, 

"I'll  see  you  safely  aboard." 
'Don't  bother  —  please  " 

im  used  to  Jooking  after  myself." 

1  see  that,"  he  answered  meaninelv  "An^  t 
admire  it  in  you.    But  I  wish -^fl  .  ^ 

you  wouldn't  fepl  if  no?  ^^^  "^^  —  that 

^^^  wouian  t  feel  it  necessary  to  take  care  of  your- 

"1  must  go  now,"  she  said.    "Really  » 
''Have  I  offended  you  ?  "  ^' 

"No,  no;  but—" 

Then  let  me  see  you  to  the  cnmi>r  '»    tr  r  «  • 
step  beside  her     "  T  L„'*         .  '      "*^  ^^^  "»to 

Sheila  welcomed  the  chane/  fr««,  .u  .^ 

the  general  ^     '°™  *^^  ^P^cific  to 
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.^n'    .J.      "  ^^"^  company  to  her  door.    It  was 

"Where haveyou  been?"  hedemanded.    "Haven't 
you  any  consideraUon  for  my  feelings  ? " 
She  regarded  him  gravely 

said       Does  bemg  married  mean  that  I  must  ac 
count  to  you  for  every  step  I  take?" 

frnm  7^1  kJ^""^  ""^^  ^^^  ^^^^^  «"'  this  way  - 

from  a  sick  bed  -  saying  nothing  to  anybody  ?  "  ^ 
^^  You  knew  that  I  intended  going  out  this  mom- 

s  Jd  us^'an  u^'  '"''"  '"  '"'  '^  ^°"  ^  ^"<^ 
f^K^r/^"^  yourselves  up.    AH  I  wanted  was 

you^  and  I  slept  it  off.    Do  treat  me  less  like  a  ciSd 

"I  mthrj^''  '•'"'  T  ^*"  *  ^™'"  ^^  retorted. 
I  might  be  a  pnma  donna's  husband  for  all  t^ 
attention  you  pay  to  my  wishes." 

But  what  is  it  I've  done  or  haven't  done?  Did 
you  expect  me  to  ask  your  permission  to Tave  tie 
house?  Do  be  sensible.  How  would  you  fed  iT 
cross-questioned  you  every  time  you  mov^  and  t^ Ld 
to  read  eveiy  thought  in  your  head  ?  ^  '"^ 

Go  on^"  he  said  bitterly.    "Put  me  in  the  wrong  " 

place     Don'f  'T'''  T  ''  ^"^  ^^^^^^'f  ^^  ^y 
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"Then  be  open  with  me." 
Fw  caught  her  at  her  throat 

Mpen  with  you?" 
Ks  face  softened  as  he  saw  her  Up  tremble 

.ethl-^^Heatn  l!^  Ww^nift  on  to- 
She  was  giddy  with  reBef 

hitman  as  yourself     T't«  «^»  , .  ^"^    *s 

Tftm     T   •'^""*^*"-     ^  «»  not  very  old  or  very  vrh^ 

Now  that  you  are  your  own  dear  self/'  she  said 

"What!" 

''I"  yoUe'^fiLI""!!^  "%°"  "^  ''"«•" 
swiftly  JsendeaX!      ^°°^  ^  «-- ^ear  self  became 

"You  told  me  to  be  civil  to  him." 
Civil  —  yes ;  but  as  for  roaming  the  su  ^ets  —" 
block''  ^-^"^  Avenue -Ld   IbouT  one 

"wt^n'^^u^'^f  ^    Of  course  he  did  talk ? " 
Woaidn  tit  have  been  odd  if  he  hadn't?    You're 
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rather  discouraging,  Tom.  You  ask  me  to  be  open 
with  you  and  yet,  the  minute  I  begin,  you  boil  over. 
Perhaps  I'd  better  say  no  more  about  it  till  you're 
quite  cool.  If  you  would  count  ten  —  or  give  a  deeo 
breath?"  ^ 

He  did  the  latter  with  a  word  at  the  end  which  wa« 
not  a  ntmieral. 

"  In  —  not  out,"  she  instructed.  "  You're  still  sim- 
mering." 

For  a  moment  he  held  her  in  a  somber  gaze. 

"Oh,  I  know  how  I  appear  to  you,"  he  owned  in 
self-disgust.  "But  it's  the  way  we're  situated  that's 
to  blame.  You're  mine,  and  you're  not  mine.  Every- 
body is  free  to  fall  in  love  with  you." 

"One  would  think  there  was  a  whole  army  on  my 
traai"  '  ^ 

"Lounsbury  looks  like  an  army  to  me  where  you 
are  concerned.  Of  course,  the  man  is  in  love  with 
you.  Don't  I  know  the  signs  I  And  yet  I  have  to 
stand  by  like  a  wooden  Indian  and  do  nothing." 

"You  could  trust  me  — that's  something,  Tom. 
I  don't  need  a  ring  on  my  left  hand  to  remind  me  that 
I'm  married.  And  I'm  not  such  a  little  fool  as  to 
fancy  that  every  man  I  meet  is  in  love  with  me. 
Let's  forget  Stoughton  Lounsbury  and  his  symptoms." 

"All  right,"  be  agreed,  only  to  add  in  the  same 
breath  :  "But  what  did  he  say  to  you  this  morning?" 

She  decided  that  it  would  be  prudent  to  edit  her 
recollections. 

"He  talked  about  New  Haven  for  one  thing.  And 
—  let  me  see  —  oh,  yes ;  and  dancing.  It  was  only 
for  a  moment.  And,  by  the  way,  Ethel  rode  past 
while  we  were  waiting  to  cross  the  street." 
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"Ethel  I"    The  statement  wokehls  interest     "DM 
she  recognize  you  ? "  "»wrc8i.      uid 


'Yes 


<!' 


The  accuracy  of  authors  did  not  detain  her 
Three  times  ?  "  «*^  ucr. 

"Once  yesterday  and  twice  to-day.    When   A^ 
^em  from  her  exercise  she  hunted'^.e^To  ttu 

So„S.A.'^'  f "^  y°"  ^  ^^  P"^-    She  Ld  she 
thought  It  might  save  me  from  worrying." 

^addy  Joe's  parcel  feU  to  the  floor  ^th  a  metallic 

'i^^l  ^'•^^aWe?"  he  asked,  stooping. 
She  goaded  her  brain  to  a  final  effort. 

f  u-    *,.'5^'^P"*^-    "Coat-hangers.    They're  the 
folding  kmd      very  convenient  for  travel.''  ' 

i'or  me?  ' 

Jll?'^  "^^'^"m  ^°"«^^*  ^^'^  y°"'"  she  said  with  a 
"tr;:dai;.''"'^-    "^"^— ^-themtogetr 

landnV'burlv '  t^*"^^  "'  *^^  ^^^^^^  ^^  Mrs.  Bal- 
lantine,  but  this  she  was  spared.    It  developed  tha 

hi  c         .    ^"^'"^  ^^^  '^'^^ed  another  cure  for 
the  sover«gn  remedy  and  dismissed  the  case  from 

mfZtm  ""I'r^  '\'  "^^^  ^--^'-  ^^ 

.mV    kf  T  .    •    ^^^^  '"   ^he  afternoon   thev  met 
amicably  before  a  hickory  fire  in  the  hoinecked 

a  Sr'r  ^r  ?'  ^''^  '"^^^^^  werfbusy  wi  h 
a  boxful  of  cards  which  had  come  late  from  X 
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«graver,  and,  sitting  down  side  by  side,  Joined  in 
tJie  peaceftU  task  of  addressing  Christmas  greetings 
to  the  mixed  acquaintance  of  the  house  of  Bailantine. 
It  was  a  tranquU  interiude  and,  save  for  the  absence 
of  the  husband  and  father,  would  to  a  sentimental 
outsider  have  presented  a  scene  quite  in  the  tradition 
of  Charles  Diclcens  and  of  the  edifying  waxworks 
displayed  in  their  windows  by  Charles  Dickens' 
successors,  the  department  stores. 

It  was  an  unforeseen  absence  on  Roger's  part.  In- 
deed he  had  planned  to  return  early  and  take  them 
out  to  dinner  and  the  theater.  For  reasons  unknown, 
however,  he  not  only  failed  to  appear,  but  finally 
telephoned  that  they  must  start  without  him.  Join- 
ing them  at  dinner  would  be  out  of  the  question,  he 
said,  but  they  might  leave  his  check  at  the  box  office. 
It  was  like  hhn  to  remember  such  a  detail.  And  like 
his  family  to  forget  it.  They  were  passing  the  door- 
keeper in  total  unconcern  when  Sheila  put  Tom  in 
mind  of  his  father's  request. 

It  was  her  first  box,  and  the  novelty  of  the  experi- 
ence quite  transcended  her  interest  in  the  play. 
In  fact  she  lost  much  of  the  dialogue  in  wondering 
why  any  one  should  Tiish  to  sit  in  a  box.    She  had 
perched  in  gallery  seats  far  more  comfortable  than 
the  stiflf  gUt  chair  she  now  occupied,  and  on  those 
dizzy  heights  had  been  thrall  to  an  enchantment 
denied  her  here.    The  scenery  was  void  of  illusion. 
Things  not  meant  to  be  shown  were  pitilessly  exposed. 
Things  she  wished  to  see  were  perversely  hidden 
round  the  comer.    The  actors  often  vanished  with- 
out leaving  the  stage.    What  were  the  compensa- 
tions?   Of  course  nothing  shabby  met  the  eye.    No 
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h^.  plot  -  Uw  P.„  a«i1^  st5^  J  Sffl 

H»!lfl*'  ^  }^^  ««^«J  She  could  not  fathom 

a  scat  next  to  hers  «n^  1-71-     ^  *^'*'  ^^  ^^^ 

^  e^  if  n^^K  ^^o^tO^ft  but  word!  he 

ooia  made  a  deliberate  eflort  to  breakfast  toiether 
loroear  to  read  his  newspaper.    They 
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were  all  scrupulously  polite  —  as  if  guests  were  pres- 
ent—and, the  meal  ended,  marched  in  a  body  to 
the  library  and  the  surprises  of  the  annual  lottery. 

But  to-day's  chief  surprise  was  not  wrapped  in  tis- 
sue paper  and  scarlet  ribbon.  Though  the  gifts  were 
lavish  beyond  anything  Sheila  had  conceived,  the 
flurry  they  aroused  was  mild  to  the  sensation  plucked 
by  Ethel  from  the  morning  post.  Her  long-drawn 
"Well!"  focussed  all  eyes  on  her  face.  Her  rush  of 
color  and  intent  search  of  the  remaining  mail  whipped 
the  suspense  to  a  point  which  Mrs.  Ballantine  found 
insupportable. 

"Don't  be  so  provoking,"  she  cried.    "  What  is  it  ?  " 

Ethel  passed  envelopes  of  twin  consequence  to  Tom 
and  Sheila. 

"Invitations,"  she  said,  with  a  neat  sense  of  climax. 
"A  dance  at  Sherry's.    For  the  Lounsbury  girls." 

"Oh!"  breathed  Mrs.  Ballantine,  torn  by  warring 
emotions.    "So  it's  the  younger  set?" 

Ethel  recovered  her  pallor  and  her  poise. 

"Obviously,"  she  returned.  "One  of  those  not-yet- 
out  affairs  with  a  sprinkling  of  older  girls  and  men. 
New  Year's  Eve?  A  short  notice,  I  must  say,  at 
this  season.  But  I  presume  Mrs.  Lounsbury  thinks 
she  can  do  that  kind  of  thing." 

"But  she  couldn't  send  the  invitations  till  she  had 
called,"  reminded  Mrs.  Ballantine.  "That  explains 
it." 

"Perhaps,"  said  Ethel.  "But  it's  sheer  chance 
that  I  haven't  a  definite  engagement  for  that  night." 

Tom  tore  his  invitation  in  four  parts. 

"I  have,"  he  stated  and  cast  the  fragments  in  the 
fire. 
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I  mean  that  it's  nothing  to  me     I  sh»„',  k. 

"In  S.T  S  ^'' '"  ^-""^^^  '°-o™""   ^ 

In  the  middle  of  your  vacation!    What  are  v™, 

;hmt.ng  of?     What  would  you  do  Z.' Z  Z 

"Bone  up  my  Pol  Econ." 

"YourpoUy-what?" 

"Economics." 

lie  excuse  was  too  preposterous. 
nate/™h:aST  ""■  '^^  "'»  '"''  '»  ^  o^^*^' 

Oh,  but  this  is  serious,"  said  his  wife  impatiently 

a  thousand,  and  they'rf  wM  tl  go  "  °''°'"^''  ^ 

as  y^1^"lr  --"3^."  q-lified  Ethel.    "Though, 

Tom  turned  to  Sheila. 

;;Do  you  want  to  go?"  he  queried. 
^o,    she  answered. 

Shfh.i^''^'  ^  ^"  '^''''^y  ^^°"»  a  heavy  heart 
She  had  scarcely  tasted  her  breakfast  becauZo^  yes 

rye7cLrrtn  '  ''^"" '  ''^  '^^^  thatTco'^ld 
no^  t  •  f"""^  ^^^"'^  As  for  opposing  Tom 
^w,  knowmg  what  he  thought,  knowing  w4  sS 
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"But  she  ought  to  want  to  go,"  declared  Mrs. 
Ballantine  firmly.  "Of  course,  with  her  inexperi- 
ence, this  affair  may  seem  to  her  something  of  an 
ordeal,  but  she  must  conquer  that  feeling." 

Tom,  who  had  looked  another  man  since  Sheila's 
answer,  broke  into  unseemly  laughter. 

"That's  rich,"  he  said.  "Why,  it's  her  experience 
which  bagged  the  invitations." 

His  mother  bridled. 

"If  you  are  going  to  rant  in  that  strain—"  she 
began. 

"I'm  not,"  he  said.  "And  I'm  not  going  away 
to-morrow.  I'm  going  to  stay  here  and  watch  Sheila 
pilot  Ballantine  and  Hoyt  into  the  promised  land." 
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CHAPTER  SIXTEEN 
The  return  caU  on  the  Lounsbupys,  a  mere  tran^ 

r^e  W^ttu-  *'  """L"'  "  PWn  br^w.^.  ^ 
Z.X,         '^^"'''  ■""  '^« '«"'  Pf  the  acUvities  of  a 
breaUJess  week.    Clothes  agam  were  a  vitlll^e 
^Sheila,  without  freedom  of  choice,  licleX' 
ow^er  of  a  new  gown.    Mrs.  Ballantiie  saTto  it 

Ethel   orestaUed  her  and  shrouded  aU  her  pr^^a 
taons   m    mystery.    But,    contrasted    wfth    S 

w*rrret.?ul'""she''"''':  t™"  ""^  *«  <^«-^ 
were  restful.    She  was  taken  to  more  plays  and  a 

dumfomid^^  opem;  ate  more  restaurant  lS.eT«,d 

dmners;  met  more  affluent  friends  of  fte  ZSv  ^f 

gajered  for  an  afternoon  bridge;  atltd  rSatb^g 

weird  studio  of  a  weird  pamter  who  was  dome  a 
weu-d  portrait  of  Mrs.  Satterlee-  and  — »!l,k   f 
of  sleep,  her  misgivings  ^d  hW    'emorir-laS 
toughout  the  pea,lexing  maze  of  h„  SonsS 

One  moment  fond,  the  next  irritable,  she  never 

tne  twmkhng  of  an  eye.    He  seemed  to  recret  that 
of  Ins  own  free  will  he  had  remained  for  £  dTe 
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and  irfed  to  make  her  admit  that  in  her  inmost  heart 
she  was  as  eager  for  it  as  Etiiel.    His  jealousy  was  a 
sleepless  flame,  and  he  went  far  afield  for  fuel.    If  her 
glance  so  much  as  crossed  that  of  a  passably  good- 
looking  male  he  would  glare  at  him.    He  peopled  the 
theaters,  the  restaurants,  the  streets  with  lady-killers 
and,  at  the  bare  mention  of  Stoughton  Lounsbury' 
smouldered  in  homicidal  silence.    Even  his  tender 
mtervals  were  exhausting.    He  would  ask  again  and 
agam  whether  she  loved  him,  whether  she  was  sure 
she  loved  him,  whether  she  would  always  love  him. 
She  repeated  the  word  of  words  till  she  felt  like  a 
parrot. 

With  matters  at  this  pass,  she  was  fearful  lest  Molly 
suggest  another  outing  which  Mrs.  BaUantine  would 
make  it  hard  for  her  to  decline.  But  the  personal 
columns  which  heralded  Mrs.  Eliot  Lounsbury's 
commg  entertainment  for  her  daughters  "  not  yet  out " 
also  noted  those  same  young  ladies  as  present  at 
divers  other  functions  for  the  theoreticaUy  cloistered 
and  the  risk  of  trouble  from  that  quarter  began  to' 
seem  remote.  Nevertheless,  a  meeting  befeU,  and  no 
other  than  the  luckless  Tom  was  its  moving  spirit 
and  unhappy  victim. 

In  a  sunny  interlude  he  proposed  a  visit  to  a  cer- 
tam  ice  rmk  then  very  much  the  thing,  and  they  had 
an  hour  or  two  of  healthy  sport  which  braced  her  and 
apparently  banished  the  demons  that  tormented  him 
Tom  was  at  his  best  in  the  rink.  He  proved  himself 
a  skilful  skater.  He  taught  her  an  intricate  figure. 
Too  busy  for  jealous  pangs,  no  oglinpr  rival  jaundiced 
his  sensitive  eye.  Then,  just  as  they  were  leaving  the 
building,  they  plumped  into  a  group  of  fresh  arrivals 
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which  included  the  younger  Lounsburys.    It  was  a 
touch-and-go    encounter.    For    perhaps    a    nT^ute 

Sat^'rxL^^^?:  ?^'^'  t"^  StLghtonTod 
apart  with  Tom.    That  in  so  short  a  time  anvthine 

could  transpire  to  aggravate  Tom's  distemper  d"d 
not  seenj  numanly  possible.  Yet  it  was  a  dianeed 
being  who  stalked  forth  by  her  side.  Gloom  fat 
upon  his  brow.  He  replied  in  monosyllables  They 
were  again  at  odds.  ^^^ 

She  did  not  ask  what  was  amiss.  That  query  was 
worn  threadbare.  What  did  it  matter?  S  was 
no  pleasing  him.    But  this  omission  only  ^creald 

stctd^^^^^Htne^  f  ^^  ^^  ^^^  ^ 

cat  out  of  the  bag.  You  didn^t  run  across  him  on  tt 
street  the  other  day.  You  were  with  himTa  shop 
-a  men's  shop.    Maybe  you  went  into  Se  place 

way'"ld^2.r  ^^,^h-«- threw  yourself  in  h 
way !    Idon  tknow  what  you  did.    I  don'tknow  what 
to  beheve     I  don't  know  where  I  stand,  bur-^  by 
God!  — I'm  going  to  know."  ^ 

Jhe  outburst  had  a  blind  fuiy.    He  was  beside 
W.      She    might    have    been    his  most  hated 

calwr^'^'l'".''^^^"^^"^?''    she  asked.    "I 
Ts^irS^ouP''^""'^^"^'^^^^^-    ^-twasiJ 
Tom  came  to  a  dead  stop. 

shlpT'''  ^°"  °'  ""'''  ^^"  "°'  ^^th  him  in  that 
"Yes." 
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"Then  why  did  you  tell  me  that  you  ran  across  him 
in  the  street?" 

"Pardon  me,"  she  said,  "but  I  told  you  nothing 
of  the  kind."  * 

^^  "Pardon  tne,"  he  came  back  in  red-hot  civility, 
"but  you  did.    I  have  a  most  retentive  memory." 

"Then  it's  out  of  order.  I  know  what  words  I 
used,  Tom,  for  I  was  careful  to  pick  them.  I  said  I 
ran  across  him  downtown." 

"Ha!"     he    exclaimed.    "So   you    picked    your 
words,  did  you?    Now  we're  getting  at  the  facts. 
And  why,  may  I  ask,  were  you  so  careful  in  your 
version  of  what  happened?" 
Her  suavity  broke  under  the  strain. 
"Because  you  are  such  an  idiot  about  Stoughton 
Lounsbury,"  she  retorted.    "I  was  sure  that  if  I 
said  we  met  first  in  a  store  and  then  walked  up  the 
avenue  you  would  magnify  it  into  a  flirtation  and 
lose  your  temper.    And  that  is  exactly  what  you've 
done.    But  why  choose  the  sidewalk? "    She  moved 
on  with  a  toss  of  the  head.    "Couldn't  you  wait  UU 
you  got  home  to  bully  and  insult  me?" 
He  overtook  her  in  a  stride. 
"Very  clever!"    he  said.    "But  you  haven't  ex- 
plained how  you  came  to  be  in  that  shop." 

"No,"  she  replied,  gazing  straight  ahead.  "And 
moreover  I  won't." 

"WeU,  I  know,"  he  went  on.  "You  were  buying 
things  —  men's  thmgs.  Lounsbury  gave  that  away 
too." 

"A  nice  little  gossip  you  had!"  she  flung  at  him 
scornfully.  "Did  you  pump  him  with  your  usual 
tact?" 
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laugh.      He  let  it  all  out  by  asking  if  the  scarf  I 
have  on  was  one  of  those  he  saw  you  buy  the  day 
beojeChnstmas.    What's  the  answer  to  that?''      ^ 
Inere  isn  t  any." 

rii'Jr-  ""f^u  ^""^  "*  mthing  to  wear.    You 
didn  t  give  father  anything  to  wear." 

"Your  memory  is  improving  " 

feJ  clot&"  ^"""  """^"^  "^"^  ^^"^^^^"^  S«"i"«  * 
''Perhaps,"  she  said  recklessly. 
"Does  that  mean  yes  or  no?" 
"Neither.    I'm  done  with  explanations." 
1  his  flat  defiance  surprised  her  as  much  as  the 
chance  bolt  from  him  which  provoked  it.    It  was  afif 
some  bystander  had  abruptly  taken  her  part     Set 
mmd  sat  aloof  and  marveled  at  the  audacity  of  itJ 
servants,  her  Ups.    What  now?    Was  thi's  the  su 

Kerf  st  ^'  r^^^''''    ^^^  ^-^   'a'tle? 

came     Thetn  -"v  ^  ^^f '^  ^"  ""^^-    ^^'  ^one 
came.    The  inquisition  ended  then  and  there  the  air 

cleared   and  before  they  had  covered  anoth  r  Wo^ 

street,  and  she  m  the  same  tone  made  reply.    They 
were  more  truly  married  than  they  knew.^  ^ 

thanafit'fufr^^^^^^^  '^^'  ^^^«  ^^«  ^^^^ 

IvW  i    ^^f  t^on-    Sooner  or  later  the  black  vaoors 

SlndlZd  V't  """^^"^^  ^  Purgatorywo'uM 

nse  and  cloud  his  bram.    He  could  not  forego  his 

cids  and  test-tubes.    He  must  always  be  anSyz^g 

Aiwa>  s !    At  the  thought  she  wondered  and  ventured 
mto  researches  of  her  own.  vcniurea 
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But,  curiously,  it  was  his  father  who  held  her  in 
check,  for,  as  her  relations  with  Tom  grew  strained 
the  bond  between  her  and  Roger  Ballantine  knit  and 
strengthened.    He  showed  that  he  liked  to  have  her 
by  him,  watched  for  her  to  share  his  early  breakfasts, 
sought  her  out  in  quiet  comers,  seemed  genuinely 
interested  in  the  workings  of  her  mind.    He  often 
treated  her  more  like  a  man  than  a  girl  and  would 
put  all  sorts  of  hypothetical  questions  to  draw  her 
out.    If  his  wife  were  beyond  earshot,  he  would  even 
broach  business  and,  promoting  Sheila  to  the  manage- 
ment of  a  B  &  H  branch,  confront  her  with  problems 
of  trade  or  labor.    Once  —  the  talk  was  typical  —  he 
pitched  upon  the  theme  of  great  possessions. 

"Suppose  you  came  into  a  million  dollars,"  he 
said.      "Unconditionally   -no     strings     attached 
What  would  you  do  first?" 

She  knew  very  well  what  she  would  do,  but  it  was 
not  a  programme  she  could  divulge  in  detail. 

"I  think  I'd  want  to  help  every  one  who  needed 
help,    she  returned  slowly. 

"Every  one?    That  would  mean       ipping  your- 
self—something the  rich  don't  do.    It's  only  the 
poor  who  can  afford  such  a  luxury.    No ;  you'd  soon 
clap  a  safety  valve  on  that  impulse." 
"Did  you?" 

"Yes,"  he  said  frankly.  "Long  ago.  First  you 
reahze  you're  rich  and  then  that  you're  not  so  rich 
as  another  fellow." 

"It  must  be  wonderful  —  the  first  sensation,  I 
mean.  With  me -I  can't  tell,  of  course -but  I 
tmnk  I  d  feel  as  if  I  had  been  given  wings  " 

"Wings,  eh!"    He  chuckled.    "It  didn't  strike 
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She'a's  face  shadowed. 
"Wnat  apity!" 

"Oh,  I  don't  know,"  he  said  dnly     "it  ^^.  » 
mc  that  one  thrill  aftfr  «««♦!,      ^'  ..      ***"^*  *<> 

t:ic  constituuw"   iJe  1!S^?''  ''""'^  ""^*^""^"« 
""*      -"C  mused  a  moment-     *«Cy»  i.«i 

i-'g  some  one  was  your  first  idea  ?»""*"*•      ^o  help- 
"Yes." 

million  UU  you're  oSr     B«W  ?     """"  <""  **" 

1  d  buy  a  few  clothes." 
"Jewels?" 
"Not  many." 
"You'd  travel?" 
"Yes." 
"Marry?" 

i'BuTd  rhouiV"  """"  '»  '^''"  ^«  -»«<• 

"I'd  want  a  home." 
"Like  this?" 
"I —  I—" 

"The  noes  have  it !    How  about  so  :iety  ? 

Id  wish  to  have  friends."  ^ 

Wealthy?" 

"Real  friends." 
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lot  Would  you  ralM  them  M  you  weiTTafacd  or  give 
theniMiei^errowtohoc?  Would  you  rather  have 
their  affecUon  or  their  respect?  Where  would  you 
•end  them  to  school?  What  would  you  want  them 
taught?  What  kind  of  men  or  women  would  you 
want  them  to  marry?  Would  you  leave  them  all 
your  money  and  all  your  problems  ?  You  don't  know 
of  course.  You  can't  even  grasp  such  questions  till 
they  re  put  up  to  you  in  terms  of  flesh  and  blood. 
And  then  you  don't  know.  Your  instincts  addle 
your  brains." 

"Yet  nobody  really  means  it  when  they  say  that 
the  rich  can't  be  happy,"  she  commented. 

"No,  it's  humbug.  The  people  who  harp  on  it 
most  would  be  the  first  to  grab  at  a  chance  to  try  it 
out.  Nearly  everybody  would  rather  be  rich  — 
especially  the  rich.    I  would  myself." 

"Problems  and  all?" 

"Yes.    It's  human  nature." 

"Then  don't  you  think  the  second  generation  will 
be  apt  to  feel  the  same  way?"  she  asked. 

Roger  looked  her  in  the  eyes. 

"The  second  generation  won't  worry  me  much  if 
you  keep  your  head,"  he  replied. 

It  was  a  rather  cryptic  saying,  but  it  put  heart  in 
her,  and  she  came  to  the  night  of  nights  no  older 
than  her  years.  Things  would  end  right  somehow. 
They  xust.  Meanwhile,  here  was  the  storied  "small 
ba..  .m",  the  "tapestry  suite", -a  peep  into 
wonderland  which  Daddy  Joe  would  surely  wish  her 
to  enjoy.  He  would  relish  the  dramatic  aspect  of 
her  appearance  on  such  a  stage.  To  dance  at  Slierrv  's 
—  she  who  had  jigged  on  the  asphalt  to  hurdy- 
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wa,  „„t  L  M4tii^"N»'':^is:n:i;5 

receiving    line     «nl'»f         .V^"^"^  ^"  ^^^  '°'^'^«J  the 

Such  music!    It  called  to  Sheila  as  music  ,  n 
had.    I  pulsed  in  her  veins  and  shone  in  her  ev        . 
they  waited  their  turn,  and  the  si.rht  Ji,       ^ 
glowin.  beautiful -riXedMr^tl^^^^ 
worked  and  somewhat  wilted  smile  ^ 

''How  you  do  enjoy  Ufe,   my  "dear,"  she  said 
J^u  re  more  radiant  even  thi  you  were  at t'e 

JloUy  bent  close  with  a  greeting  for  her  private 

and^^veT' Y^^ut^ve':^^^^^^^  ^^^^^^  --  ^^- 
of  your  hand/"  ""^  ^'  '""^  ^*^«  o"t 

Then  Stoughton  Lounsbury  st     ed  fmm  o«,k    v 
and  the  next  moment  she  w^is  , .  rhvthT-         ".'^' 
amidst  the  anointed  ^^^^''  '"^^^^ 

neict^i^  i:^^::  ;:^-^^  about  part- 
ami  Classed?"        "^"^ay  luund  the  room.    "How 

"TOch  mLn"T.  '^r'  ^""  "^^  ^  ^^'  'iancer." 
,^ Which  means  that  I  was  already  out  of  mind?" 

''You  make  exceptions?" 
thing  tll^IS^.fr-'  --•<>«•    I  shaU  b.  .v.,y. 
"It's  a  very  special  occasion  for  me,"  he  said.    "I 
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hope  this  is  the  first  of  thousands  of  dances  we'U 
have  together." 
"To-night!" 

''Night  after  night.    In  aU  sorts  of  places." 
"That  sounds  as  if  you  were  going  in  for  it  profes- 
"*i?v  ^M,  ^^^°"«^t  you  were  more  serious  minded." 
You  U  find  me  serious  when  you're  ready  to  be 
senous  yourself,"  he  warned. 
She  invited  him  to  admire  a  neighboring  gown. 
Striking,"  he  said,  "but  I'd  rather  notice  the 
picture  before  the  frame.    I  never  stop  to  think  what 
you  have  on.    If  you  were  in  rags,  you'd  stiU  be 
what  you  are." 

"But  hwdly  where  I  am,"  she  laughed.    "Unless, 
of  course,  I  came  like  Cinderella." 

"I  wish  you  had,"  he  declared.    "When  you  took 
to  your  heels  at  midnight,  I'd  capture  the  lost  slipper." 
She  felt  like  another  CindereUa  in  sober  truth  as 
^eevenmg  ran  its  course.    None  of  these  girls  could 
dl^ane  or  share  her  sensations.    D6butantes  or  buds- 
to-be,  they  seemed  equaUy  composed.    Sherry's  or 
the  Ritz,  two  orchestras  or  one,  roses  or  orchids  it 
was  an  old  story.    They  were  as  familiar  with  such 
scenes  as  they  were  with  one  another's  first  names 
and  aU,  regardless  of  sex,  were  on  a  first-name  basis.' 
Ihey  might  have  belonged  to  one  opulent  and  blas6 
family.    Several  dinners  had  preceded  the  dance, 
and  much  of  the  patter  she  overheard  was  an  after- 
math of  Oiese  and  other  hohday  merrymakings  which 
bad  eased  the  strain  of  the  higher  education.    Con- 
versation with  her  various  partners  was  absurdly 
easy.  ^  Any  catch  phrase  would  serve. 
At  intervals  she  glimpsed  Ethel  —  swimming  freely 
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For  this  was  U.f  n^t'-sttorSjIu^fc?,  "'C!?- 
scomer  was  cheek  by  fowl  win,  ti  '""'"•  ^om  the 
clearly  and  triumpl^Uy  "nVrf '  T""!'  ''^  ^"^ 
with  her,  but  as  iffa  duirit  2?f  l""  *'^'«^ 
over  her  head,  and  his  th,Jrf,T=  «'"""  """^ 

his  glance.  Other  i^ce«1elK'"'^y  '°"°*'<' 
and  he  answered  jests  and^ll„.r  ^^  ""  P"^«. 
for  her.  He  was'S  Ctw  ^7^'^  "'  "«»*"« 
entire  round  of  prelinuwI^e^'^J}!''  ^'^  *>^ 
"old  man"  to  sundn'  you?hsTnT»  f  !f  "^""^^ 
vivid  green  unblushfarS^  htf°™^  »i»^  » 

and  charged  him  not  tILget  ~  tat  I"""";" 
important  promise  ^     "'  seemingly 

do"^rc^''C  """^"^  ''^'-    "^  -"a,  pray, 

rm  n^nD  ^^  """"^-    "°'  P-haps  it's  Maud. 

"you're  quite  at  home." 
mot™?'  ""'    °°  -  "-'  R-ans  do  is  a  g«.d  old 

They  fimshed  the  dance  in  silence. 

sorry "  ^^-    -Lounsbury.    I'm 

^21:  Z-J^^^JlX^'^^  engaged 
■s  on  that  side  of  the  room"™  ^^  P*""" 

^^JWMaudP"    She  evoked  a  bright  and  care- 

"No,"  he  said.    "Barbara." 

She  saw  that  he  was  attemptmg  to  pay  her  back 
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m  her  own  coin,  and  her  sense  of  humor  granted  that 
he  had  scored.    But  quite  as  plainly,  though  without 
amusement,  she  perceived  that  this  very  success,  this 
iromcal  triumph,  to  which  she  had  in  a  manner  haled 
him,  might  cause  him  to  reflect  that  he  had  held  him- 
self  too  cheap.    He  akeady  knew  that  Ethel  and  her 
fortune  would  have  been  his  for  the  taking.    From 
to-night  his  fancy  might  entertain  the  idea  that  a 
wife  with  a  fixed  place  in  the  social  register  would 
b&ve  been  as  easy  to  acquire.    On  the  face  of  it 
there  was  no  reason  why  Roger  BaUanUne's  only  son 
should  not  have  looked  high. 

Young  Mr.  Lounsbury  was  at  once  beguiled  and 
troubled  by  the  pensive  sweetness  of  her  expression. 
u  ^{jt  s  JiPPerary'  that  gives  you  that  sad  look," 
he  said  '1 11  see  that  they  don't  play  it  again.  After 
aU  —  if  you  consider  its  associations  —  it  isn't  a  piece 
to  dance  by." 

She  assurod  him  that  "Tipperary"  had  not  cast  a 
blight  over  her  spirits. 

"Perhaps  it's  a  hungry  look,"  she  suggested.    "I 
was  too  excited  over  coming  to  eat  my  dinner." 

He  brightened  at  the  confession. 
^   "They'll  serve  supper  after  this  number,"  he  said. 
1  m  to  be  at  your  table,  by  the  wav  " 
"How  nice!" 
"I  saw  to  that." 
"Oh!"  said  she. 
"You're  not  annoyed?" 
"Annoyed?" 

"I  keep  forgetting  that  we're  not  old  friends.  I 
wish  I  could  make  you  forget  it  too.  Friendships 
nave  to  grow,  of  course,  but  they  can  be  fostered. 
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It  would  help -Easter  is  such  a  lone  wav  off-tf 
would  help  tremendously  if  you'd  lef  ^^^trto 

;;i  can't  do  that,"  she  said  quickly. 

disgJIfedV''"^^^!^^^^^^^  ,He  queried 

''Please  I "  ^  ^°°®  ^^<»"t  it ? " 

He  smiled  down  on  her 

^^^'^y'^^ii:^-    "Mo«  than  I  ever 

She  did  not  exist     I&tZ^jXj^^f*^ 
alone.    Thev  blaiM  m-.t      ""^^  Sheilas  and  hers 
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CHAPTER  SEVENTEEN 

Tom  went  his  way  immediately  after  New  Year's 
and  the  next  day  but  one  Sheila  reached  Miss  Perrin's' 
They  had  not  quarreled  again.  Indeed  they  had  been 
studiously  agreeable  to  the  very  end.  But  both  were 
conscious  of  things  unsaid,  and  she,  for  one,  had 
put  New  York  behind  her  with  relief.  By  turns  she 
felt  hke  a  fugitive  from  justice  and  a  hare  that  had 
outrun  the  hounds.  It  was  very  puzzling.  When 
she  was  quite  rested  she  meant  to  have  a  thorough 
accountmg  with  SheUa  Moore. 

Her  languor  was  not  pecuhar  to  herself.  Nearly 
all  the  daughters  of  the  rich  in  Miss  Perrin's  care 
were  prey  to  a  post-holiday  sloth.  Boston,  Phila- 
delphia,  Baltimore,  and  lesser  social  centers  had  had 
their  gayeties  as  well  as  New  York,  and  Cupid  had 
potted  many  victims  among  the  undergraduates  of 
our  leading  universities.  A  girl  from  Germantown 
had  received  three  proposals  of  marriage,  so  she  said. 
lUe  atmosphere  was  narcotic  with  sentiment  The 
incoming  ma.il  was  heavy  for  ahnost  two  quarters  of 
tne  inconstant  moon. 

But  the  ailment  which  plagued  Sheila  could  not 
be  thrown  off  m  a  fortnight,  and  one  evening  Sophie 
renrn  did  the  unprecedented  and  dropped  into  her 
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room.    She  entered  as  if  the  whim  ht,A     •     .  ^ 
passing  the  open  door,  and  skt^.  /     '"^"^  ^^'  ^ 
casual  questions  abouf  v?...-     ^  *^°'^'''  P"*  *  few 
BallanL  houihc  :j     "'^'^  ^"sements  and  the 

''It  does,"  said  Sheila. 

"I  thought  you  ought  to  know  ,V     v      i. 
seemed  yourself  since  your  «•"•    '''"'  '"^»'' 

iviyseU;'       she   said   slowlv     '<tu     ^ 
Mfas  Perrin.  ftere  are  V„  ^^„e  - 1„     f '  "i 
suppose  that  sounds  silly  to  ,^u""      '™  *'^«'-    I 

No.    Nor  does  it  sound  new     It's  «  „u 

philosopny,  as  old  as  civilization     ■<;„  '**  "" 

quite  normal."  '^™2auon.    So  you  see  you're 

sn^e  interTf^^'"  "''<'  ^''^'  -P^Oi^g  to  tl.e 
have  fac  d  it   "^^Z^Tt,  f"'  ^°" 

but  w  t- kroj:t-tj  rlr;'!::'^ 

As'shfJr'^.f'"'  '''''"' ''""»»'. "  she  returned 
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sonal  things  and  rose  to  go.    Then  her  glance  reste 

They  ve  asked  questions." 
"And  surmised?" 

Lo   t  "    Sh    h  '   ri  "  'i'''^  °^  "^y  «^«  h^«  gone 
into  ,t       She  hesitated  and  then,  moved  by  an  im 

pulse  to  prove  her  gratitude  and  trust,  she  cruiht 
up  a  key  that  lay  among  her  textbooks.    'Tve Teve 
shown  these  things,  but  I'd  like  to  —  n««,      v       m 
let  me  ?  "  e  »  ""••  a  a  luce  to  -—  now  —  if  you'll 

SonHl  p''^-  ""l  ''^''f'^  ^  ^'  °f  lavender,  and 
Sophie  Pernn  forgetting  the  schoolmistress,  knelt 
beside  her  on  the  rug.    Samplers  of  the  era  of  paTke 

brtl-  ^'''"'''"'  ^h-  bright  worsteds'toned 
by  time;  laces,  some  as  old  and  as  yellowed  as  the 
samplers  others  as  fresh  as  if  just  kid  by  inen 
hemstitched  with  the  fond  oains  of  mnr/ i'  •  ^ 
rfnvc-  ««,K,  -J  •  .  .  P  ^  01  more  leisured 
days     embroid^nes  intricate  in  pattern,  exquisite  in 

t  t^oTof"'  ^"r  "^^'Pi-e  after  piece'  a  trLs" 
blackenJH     1  P^'^^^^^'^^  flowed  from  the  box  of 

tions  of Ir  '"  '^'''T'r'  ''  '^'  ''''''  ^«d  tradi- 
tions of  the  woman  who  had  flung  her  cap  over  the 
mill  to  go  vagabonding  with  Joe  Moore. 

'^Vo„  r'"/"'  ^/'^  ""^'^^^  '^'  f^^g^^"t  spoils. 
You  don't  need  telling  that  these  things  are  as 
lovely  as  they  are  unusual,"  she  said.    "No  one  who 
ever  held  a  needle  would  have  a  second's  doubt     B 
I  wonder  if  you  appreciate  their  value  >  " 

I  know  that  my  mother  set  great  store  by  them. 
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of  selling  myself  "  "^  "^  "*'  '°^"  '^^^^ 

that  I  know  you  better     As C'.^^    .''•'"■,.  '  '"'^ 
two  se,ves,co'„e  to''^.  hV:^:^ sZ'ITZ 

Th  -f  T'  "Y-    ^  "^y  ■'^  ^"e  to  LSe  " 

Sheila  often  thought  of  this  offer     Fvm  ,i™„ 

letter  came  from  Tom  there  was  rLfli  .1?     ^  * 

self  who  blindly  loved  and  the  s^»     I  ''""''™  ">' 

blindly  judged'  Thet  i^  tr's  veT '„:a:t''.:br  "H 

state  of  wedlock  riv^n  i  oi^/-ver>  i]]  humor,  a 

gua  dXage^oW  7  ""  -^^ '    """  ""  Horn's 
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brothers  memory  green,  but  furnished  proofs  th< 

future  as  his  classmate.  To  what  degree  she  was  i 
his  confidence  SheiJa  was  at  first  uncer^n  Th™a 
of  a  man  with  a  maid  who  was  also  his  sister  waTt 
her  a  sealed  book.  She  noticed,  however,  thatrol 
no  longer  chattered  in  the  playful  strdn  ofX, 
l7Z  h  ^'  '"^^  ''  ^^^'^y  '''  ^^^  that  Stough 

Lree  we^  dS^'f  ''  ''"'  '"^"'^^P'  ^'^^  ^hat' 1] 
inree  were  destmed  to  see  one  another  constantly  in 

the  ume  to  come  Sheila  must  visit  them  in  Sor" 
if  they  opened  their  cottage.  She  must^sitTm 
wherever  they  were.  If  ^ce  were  decS  toy 
"sual    Tt'  '^Sf  ^  ^  "^^^^  extended  trip'  Zl 

Suret  tie  7f  ^'  ^'"^'"^^  '^  '^'  '^^^^  come  along 
burely  the  Ballantmes  would  not  mind  ? 

It  was  easy  to  meet  such  daydreams  with  generali- 
t^'tledh'^'-.r  f "  ''''  ^^-    «"t  presently  Mot 
'' W^^^^^         :  clear-cut  plan  for  the  spring  recess' 
were  going  to  Bermuda  — aU  of  us"  she  an 
nounced.    "And  so  are  you  "  ' 

"Bermuda!" 
''The  day  after  school  closes.    The  crossing  will 

w5  orrhf^'  '^'  ^^  ^^^^"^  -^  "^^  -^"    an 
hlv  in  fh    f     ^  K '"'"'  '^'^  ^°  ^^^J'  another  Easter 

o?rS  ^:^t^;  ^eirxr "'  -^  ^-'"  -^^ 

Sheila  tried  to  smile. 

she'^said°  ?Bu?p"'"^'^"^  ^^*  ^°  ^^  ^^h  you," 
Tha  k  vo„  ^"  .Bermuda  is  out  of  the  questio;. 
ina  k  you  a  thousand  times.    I've  never  had  a 

M  „^.'  T.    ^'"  "^^^^  h^^^  another T  ' 

Molly  heeded  only  her  refusal, 
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"I  can't." 

"That's  not  a  reason." 

-EC^r^v'l'    '  o™  him  everything." 
Everytlung?    You  can't  mean  thJlitenavf" 

ier    ret  her  have  .ha"7uctomeT™fh  af  '^'"^ 
And  let  her  reoeat  it  tn  v^Urll     .  ,       ^^  *">"  '^^' 
"Yes  -  lit!;,  f  .    ?  ^^'^  '*  *"'«*»*  concern  / 

tfnp     T  k     ^    t .  ™°"®y  ^"  come  from  Mr  BaWn 
tine.    I  have  nothing  of  my  own."  *°" 

To  her  astom-shment  MoUy  laughed. 

whizt^';;'',  t^""'   °^"^"    'he   echoed.    "Gee 
wiiizl    Go  look  m  your  mirror  1"  ^^ 

^^  lou  don't  understand  —" 

•.avep^Lled^'stoi^ht'^fmr  n'.^'  "■f*'  ««" 
quite  make  out  T„!,  o  n     "   ,  ■'^""'"'  <>'  ««  could 

Plain  enfu^h  now     He'wSSr  f  """"I''    ^•"  '''» 
from  a  fall.^  ItJas  rftteTX^nf  v'"™  "^^  <"  >">" 

"sLT- .  ""l  "^^^^^^    nu^eCt^r'^'"^ 

U.e  tSe^gta''  ""^^^  '"»  '^  ^- "wist  of 

."There's  so  much  I  can't  eq,Iain,"  she  sighed. 


i88 


THE  HOPE  CHEST 


Hi'i^ 


I  ought  to  have  been  frank  when  I  first  saw  that 
you  liked  me.  But  I  loved  you  for  yourself  m^  fl 
oh  I  so  wanted  -  for  a  UtUe  while  aUe^l  ^  W 
such  a  friend  as  you."  ^* 

herToJJd^'""^  '"'"^  ^^"^  '^'^^  *  ^-d  on 

.he  alc^^'"'""^'^'"^*'"'""'^  to  think  me  a  snob?" 

"Never." 

"Well,  then  -.  shut  up  I  I  feel  as  mushy  as  if  I'd 
been  to  see  Warfield  in  The  Music  Masir  Let's 
have  a  brisk  game  of  squash  " 

Strive't'^r '^•-  .?"'  '^^"^^^  "*>^«  «J«^  to  do. 
Strive  as  she  might,  events  always  ordered  thenr- 
selves  as  they  would.    But  this  phase  wrtransieTt 

wrfo'dtm  '  S^  ""''  '''  ^'^  anvelndtTve 
•Tu.i  ?   ^'    *'■*  '™"  persuaded  herself  that 

with  the  Lounsbuo-s  all  and  sundry  in  Be^uda  Ae 
B  ,Te?r"'"«'  Ea«erUdeVith  tZ      ' 

h.f^Jr"  ""^^  P""'"  "ho  amused  themselves  with 

rib  vrt  •"''•''"'  """  '"'"■«'  ""  'o  «>!s  test.  Po? 
«bly  theu-  vce-regent,  Roger  Ballantine,  deemed  fte 
Christmas  experiment  too  ticklish  to  reD^r  A^ 
any  rate,  his  wife  wrote  that  he  had  d^dX  com 

hi^ii  ?i-  "l***.*  **  "<*  Ethel  would  accompanv 
h.m.  If  Miss  Perrin  renewed  her  former  inSn 
for  a  run  South,  SheUa  might  of  coursHc^^T 
Otherwise  she  would  surely  not  mind  a  few  dm  of 
qmet  idleness  at  the  school.  The  countnTmuT^ 
T:J°1  "°"<''''""  "O"-  Tom,  as  no^oubt  sh^ 
tte'^Sgr^J."'^'^^'"'"^-"^''*-^ 
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have  Sheila  remain,  .:dthe'2;:'"*"'?''^  ""'  '» 
•pendinir  at  Ic-i..  ii,.         •      "^'*'  "  P"""  »'  their 

fie  the  «i  s.:rrSe'Trj'  ^"r"" 

ttey  «t  beside  the  hTpe  cht  J„d  ^h?  'Y,  "i?*' 
foroaid  to  these  hour,^  ^  I  ""  «"■'  '"olted 
could  always  ttS,kou"Zt'H''r  ?' '*'  ^^y-    She 

»!.-«  S"ff  '»  ~-^  anTgo  a, 

«-de  and  ^^^Z^Z'^^^'^tt-'^"^''- 
towns.    She  was  not  .n»™     j    ,  V^"''°""«  ^w 

They  scran,blTuphmTnd  Sown"    ""=  "™'  """"»• 
pattern  and,  stillTtJ^^'j;^";?,"  °- -""o'onons 

deplorably  untidy  and^t  atlees     A  ,3'."'^'' 
prompted  these  excursions  an^  1!  '^"'^  "'"> 

railway  newsstand  Te  vl,h  •  ""'u'  '"''"'  "'  « 
warmly  as  she  mad,  I,.?!  '^u'^  '"  ''^"S'  ^'"iM 
she  belong^  taX  '"l".  P"'''^^'  »d  asked  whether 
took  her  Sudv  ~Zr  "f  •  ?  '  r^^"  '™Pe.  so  she 
the  pictufi  and^"1'"V"  °  ""I  °P™  ^"d.  hurdling 
Dat«"  aTd  Sien    S  H  ''^^; '"^^'^d  "Vaudevillf 

The  fine  print  swam  under  her  eves     n„M    x    , 
engagement  with  a  motion  raVtL^f  :.•    ^^^  J"'  ' 
seek.    He  was  n]~)^„    .u  ^  ■  ^     ^*"dio  was  still  to 

four-a-day.  Yet  of  I'V^u"^"^  ™™d  <><  ">e 
Keved  tha  tWs  ™°  ^^P  ^T"''.  ^"^  "=«  '»- 
«.an  Cali^ornia^  ^^^::7'^J^^ 
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wouU  not  itretch  between.    She  ripp^J  out  the 

ner  purse.    It  wu  a  messase  of  a  sor*     qk-  J   rl 
notUghtlyletitgo.        *^*  *>' *  »<>"•    She  could 

The  spring  was  young,  a  mere  promise,  but  the 
«>ftness  0/  one  of  its  latter  days  was^in  thrafte4<Sn 
air  as  she  returned  to  the  school  and,  loath  to  ^T 
doors,  she  skirted  the  building  and  J^dere^into  a 
rear  garden  where  she  knew  the  aocuses  were  burst^ 
mg  through  the  crumbling  loam.  But  the  crrui- 
were  not  to  detain  her.    She  had  scarcely  LT  to  the 

S tterinr  "^^  ^^'"  *  '^maidservant,  her  silver  t  ay 
ghttenng  m  the  sun,  came  down  the  path  and  handed 
her  Stoughton  Lounsbury's  card 

hu^^J'^L^fl  ""^  ^^^'  remembering  the 
human  bemg  behmd  the  cap  and  apron,  .ound  her 

''Does  Mr.  Lounsbury  know  I  am  here?" 
I  thmk  so  -that  is,  I'm  sure  of  it.  Miss  Moore 
Hes  been  watching  from  one  of  the  draT^irr^m 
windows  for  a  long  time."  ^^^uig  room 

;;Alone?    Didn't  Miss  Perrin  receive  him?" 
Miss  Pernn  went  out  after  luncheon."    She  ven- 
y^^ca^^"""' ^°^^-    "He  said  that  he'd  wait  :Sl 

He  would  indeed!  Nothing  was  more  certain 
She,Ia  walked  slowly  toward  the  house,  lingered  a 
moment  at  the  door  and  entered.    A  ieSeim 

;^f^rhn:ftr    ^^^^-^-m  her  to 
ard^^a^mLt  tV^^^^  '"'  ^-r-e^tant, 
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She  gave  him  her  hand  and,  loosening  her  coat 
murmured  something  about  her  surprise  It  wo^ld 
have  been  gross  hypocrisy  to  say  thTt  she  was  riad 
to  see  hmi     She  would  rather  have  seen  a  ghost* 

Bhe  idddl       ^""^  """"^  ^  ^'"^""^  ""'^  ^«  «^«»'" 
"I  did." 

She  took  a  seat  flanked  by  a  reading  table  and  the 
hearth  and  repented  her  choice.  He  straiStway 
drew  up  a  footstool  and  blockaded  the  com^*        ^ 

"At  your  feet,"  he  said. 

f„Z?"U"'*  *  ''^^  "^''  comfortable,"  she  re- 

"Now's  my  chance  then,"  he  declared.    "I  cauirht 
the  first  boat  from  Bermuda  and  the  first  tr^fu 

ban  t  let  Miss  Pernn  or  any  other  chaperon  stop  me 
from  saymg  what  I've  come  to  r,y.  You  know  I 
love  you.  Sheila.    You've  ki.own  U  all  1^  Ld 

yoToSt'' '  '^"  ""^'  ^°  '-''  "^^  ^--  '^^« 
ri.!"^!?  n  """'*"''  "°^'"  '^^  ^'^  ^d  would  have 

I  ve  been  haU  crazy  trying  to  understand.    I  e^^n 
LkT^BuTth'^f.""''  me- tolerated  me  for  Mc   y" 

s?ai.ht     I        '  ^'^^  ^"^  ^^"^  ^th-    Molly  set  it 
s^ragh^  while  we  were  crossing.    You're  the'^truest^ 
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"Don't!" 

"Loveliest  creature  who  ever  walked  the  earth," 
he  rushed  on.  "But,  Sheila  —  how  could  you  mis- 
judge me  so?  How  could  you  think  it  would  matter 
to  me  what  you  have  or  haven't?  Money!  I've 
more  of  it  than  I  know  what  to  do  with,  but  it  will 
mean  nothing  to  me  if  you  don't  share  it.  But  you 
will.    You  do  care.    You — " 

She  got  to  her  feet,  but  no  farther.  His  arms  held 
her  captive.  His  lips  silenced  hers  before  they  could 
frame  a  syllable  of  denial.  She  felt  the  blood  scorch 
her  face  and  as  suddenly  recede  and  leave  her  cold. 
Then  he  r.-'ised  his  head  —  like  a  victor  —  and  she 
thrust  him  off,  and  he  saw  the  shamed  misery  of  her 
eyes. 

"Darling!"  he  cried.  "Have  I  hurt  you?  God 
knows  I—"  He  brought  up  short,  and  the  color 
fled  from  his  own  face.  "Don't  say  that  it  isn't 
true,  that  our  kiss — " 

"Your  kiss,"  she  flashed. 

"You  returned  it." 

"No!" 

"I  could  swear — " 

"No,  I  say  I "  She  was  passionately  emphatic,  but 
even  as  she  insisted  she  wondered. 

"You  came  to  me,  dear." 

"I  stumbled." 

"Stumbled?"  he  repeated  dully.  "It  was  an 
accident?  You  didn't  mean  to  come?  I've  only 
imagined — " 

"You  wouldn't  listen.  You  wouldn't  let  me  go." 
Her  voice  wpvered.    "You  —  you  just  took  me." 

He  was  back  at  her  side  in  an  instant. 
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"If  I  had  waited—" 

She  shook  her  head. 

"It  wouldn't  have  made  any  diflference.  Can't 
we  —  can't  we  forget  this  and  be  friends?" 

"Friends ! "  He  clasped  one  of  her  hands  between 
his  pahns  and,  holding  it  against  his  breast,  fathomed 
her  eyes.  "After  that  kiss.  Sheila?  No!  We  be- 
long to  each  other.  I'm  going  to  have  you.  I'll 
never  give  you  up." 

"You  must—" 

"Never,"  he  said  again.  "If  you  don't  love  me 
now  -  as  I  love  you  —  the  day  is  coming  when  you 
will." 

A  door  opened  and  shut,  an  alert  step  crossed  the 
hall.  Sophie  Perrin  entered.  But  Lounsbury  was 
ready  now  for  chaperonage.  If  he  had  not  heard 
all  he  hoped  to  hear,  he  had  at  least  said  what  he 
had  come  to  say.    And  his  was  the  last  word. 
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CHAPTER  EIGHTEEN 

Sophie  was  silent  under  the  evening  lamp.  A 
magazine  lay  in  her  lap  unread.  Sheila,  across  the 
hearth  rug,  took  counsel  of  the  fire  and  sought  to 
analyze  the  elusive  elements  of  a  kiss.  It  was  th 
one  point  in  her  conduct  as  regards  Stoughton  Louns- 
bury  of  which  she  was  doubtful.  He  could  have 
sworn!  She  could  not.  Her  memory  would  neither 
accuse  nor  acquit  her  of  a  guilty  complicity.  It 
simply  refused  to  clear.  *-/*«. 

She  glanced  over  at  her  companion,  so  tranquil  so 
sane  — and  so  considerate;  there  had  been 'no 
questions. 

"He  came  to  tell  me  that  he  loved  me,"  she  said 
abruptly.    "From  Bermuda." 
"So  I  inferred  '^    Sophie  put  her  magazine  aside. 
Did  he  succeed  ?  " 

"Yes  I  couldn't  prevent  him.  Perhaps  I  oueht 
not  to  have  seen  him.  But  he'd  been  waiting  and 
would  have  gone  on  waiting.  He's  that  kind.  Be- 
sides, he  knew  that  I  had  come  back.  So  I  decided 
to  face  It. 

ahea^"''^^  "S^*-    ^^^  »ow  that  it's  behind  you,  face 

"I'm  trying  to.  Miss  Perrin.    But  I -oh,  I  do 
wish  you  had  returned  sooner.    It  wasn't  just  a 
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matter  of  saying  no.    And  it  isn't  behind  me  yet     I 

bungled  things  frightfully." 
"Do  you  mean  that  he  went  away  hoping?" 
"Yes  —  exactly  that.    I  couldn't  tell  him  that  I'm 
already  married." 
Sophie  sat  erect. 

"While  you  are  a  pupil  in  this  school!    I  should 

hope  not.    But  no  is  no,  if  it's  forcibly  said.    Why 

should  there  have  been  any  doubt  as  to  the  meanine 

of  your  words?"  * 

"He  kissed  me." 

"Kissed  you!" 

"Right  where  y  ,u  are  now.  I  was  a  fool  to  take 
that  chair.  I  couldn't  get  away  when  I  found  that 
he  wouldn't  listen  to  me.  I  stumbled  into  his  arras 
and  then  -  then  it  happened.  Of  course  I  explained 
—  when  I  could." 

"But  he  believed  the  kiss?" 

"Yes." 

Sophie's  austerity  melted. 

"I'm  not  surprised,"  she  said  dryly.    "You  have 
a  very  lovely  mouth." 

"But  he  thought  —  imagined  —  that  I  — " 

"Cooperated?" 

"Yes." 

"That's  not  surprising  either.  But  he'U  realize 
his  mistake  m  time  and  get  over  it  in  time.  Some 
other  mce  gu-l's  kiss  wiU  strike  him  as  equaUv  elo- 
quent. Meanwhile,  I'd  not  begrudge  him  the  mem- 
ory my  dear.    It  may  help  keep  him  out  of  mischief." 

rnnU         .T^'u   /^^"'^y*      ^^    P^^^^^^^    philosophy 

couM  not  be  bolted  in  a  lump.    She  did  not  be- 
grudge Stoughton  his  golden  memory.    She  was  will- 
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fag  to  have  it  abide  with  him  as  a  talisman.  But  her 
charity  fell  short  of  the  hypothetical  nice  girl  who 
was  to  complete  the  cure. 

^^  "I  know  that's  the  sensible  view  to  take,"  she  said. 
"But  things  are  in  such  a  tangle.    He  has  talked 
with  Molly,  and  she's  my  friend.    And  he,  in  a  way 
is  a  friend  of  Tom's." 

"June  will  cut  the  knot." 

Would  it?    Sheila's  thoughts  raced  to  Scranton, 
Pennsylvania. 

"I'm  sick  of  deception  — of  playmg  a  part,"  she 
sighed. 

"I  daresay,"  said  Sophie.  "But  th  ^e  is  no  reason 
for  you  to  feel  like  a  criminal.  On  the  contrary,  you 
ought  to  count  yourself  the  luckiest  girl  who  ever 
made  a  runaway  match.  You  have  married,  not 
some  worthless  young  rake,  but  a  decent  wholesome 
lad  with  the  makings  of  a  decent  wholesome  husband. 
And,  moreover,  you  have  won  the  good  opinion  of 
his  family.    Those  are  the  big  facts." 

Certain  minor  facts  continued  to  seem  important. 

"Ought  I  to  tell  Tom  about  to-day?" 

"That  is  a  man-and-wife  affair  and  beyond  my 
province.    No  mere  spinster  could  decide." 

"But  I  wish  you'd  give  me  your  opinion,"  said 
Sheila. 

Sophie  locked  her  slender  fingers  back  of  her  head 
and  gazed  ceilingward  in  maiden  meditation. 

"If  I  ever  marry,"  she  remarked,  "I  trust  I  shan't 
look  upon  my  husband  either  as  a  father  confessor 
or  a  census  taker.  But  that  is  a  purely  personal 
view.  Some  women  like  to  turn  their  minds  inside 
out.    They  enjoy  telling  things  — even  their  age. 
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They   are   conversational   vampires.    They   would 
rather  talk  than  think." 
"You  are  laughing  at  me '" 

"^'Tu'l^M  ^''"'"  '^^  S°P^«'  rising.    "Suppose 
we  go  to  bed."  ^^ 

By  daylight  Sheila  found  Miss  Perrin's  advice  no 
less  practical.  The  Lounsburys  were  indubitably  a 
side  issue.  Stoughton's  air  castH  were  of  his  own 
building  and  he  would  have  to  dig  himself  from  their 
rums  as  best  he  might.  If  Molly's  friendship  must 
die  a  violent  death  in  June,  so  be  it.  The  big  facts 
were  the  big  facts,  and  it  behooved  her  to  bear  them 
ever  m  mmd. 

Molly  in  no  way  embarrassed  her.    She  gossiped 

^fh\  f^'T"*"'/^'^  ^^^  apparently  swanSd 
with  her  friends,  and  dropped  that  her  brother's  stay 
had  been  brief.  But,  while  she  gave  no  hint  that 
she  knew  the  reason.  Sheila  was  sure  that  he  had 
mentioned  his  call  at  the  school.  Yet  she  was  quite 
as  positive  that  he  had  been  chary  of  details.  He 
would  as  soon  confide  the  whole  episode  to  his  sister 
as -well,  as  she  would  to  Tom.  Sophie's  purely 
personal  musings  had  chimed  with  her  own  bent. 
His  studies  were  best  'eft  undisturbed. 

The  wild  possibil-  hat  Stoughton  himself  might 
disturb  them  iieve.  ossed  her  thoughts  till  she 
received  a  heated  scrawl  from  Tom. 

"Can't  I  trust  you  round  the  comer?"    Such  was 

vLrTTL^'^^"'^^-    "^'^"'^  y°"  g^t  it  through 

band?    m  '^.r'  ^''  ^'^'^'^  ''  ^°  "^^'  y«"^  h"^- 
band?    Why  didn't  you  teU  me  that  Lounsbury  had 

been  to  see  you  ?    Why  did  you  let  him  spring  it  on 

me  and  make  me  look  like  a  fool?    I  want  you  to 
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write  me  at  once  exactly  what  took  place  —  every- 
thing he  said,  everything  you  said.  You  don't  seem 
to  realize  that  you  are  married.  He  wouldn't  have 
had  the  nerve  to  go  up  to  see  you  if  you  had  not  en- 
couraged him  in  some  way,  and  it  stands  to  reason 
that  you  must  have  soft-soaped  hun  while  he  was 
there.  If  you  had  turned  him  down  hard  for  coming, 
he  wouldn't  have  opened  his  lips  to  me  about  his  call! 
He'd  have  felt  cheap  and  shut  up.  No ;  you  jollied 
him  along.  What  for?  My  sake,  perhaps !  What- 
ever you  do,  don't  fob  me  off  with  that  excuse. 
There's  a  limit  to  even  my  gullibility." 

It  was  the  most  moving  piece  of  writing  Tom  Bal- 
lantine  ever  penned.  Only  by  some  elemental  act 
could  Sheila  have  expressed  the  full  measure  of  her 
rage.  She  burned  to  lay  hands  on  the  author,  to 
box  his  ears  — yes;  knock  his  head  against  young 
Lounsbury's.  She  was  furious  with  the  pair  of  them. 
If  this  was  what  it  meant  to  be  loved,  give  her  celibacy 
to  the  last  trump ! 

Her  cooler  judgment  absolved  Stoughton.  He 
would  not  wittingly  entangle  her  in  such  a  web.  He 
was  the  sport  of  fortune,  a  feUow  victim  with  herself, 
and  deserved  her  pity.  But  Tom !  No  inner  advo- 
cate offered  a  brief  on  his  behalf.  His  case  was  in- 
defensible, his  sole  hope  lay  in  the  mercy  of  the 
court.  And  this  was  what  the  culprit  had  the  grace 
to  perceive.  A  week  of  silent  disdain  on  her  part 
brought  him  to  his  senses,  and  he  recanted  as  fluently 
as  he  had  denounced. 

But  apology  is  an  instrument  of  a  single  string,  and 
this  letter  had  no  such  power  to  stir  as  its  forenmner. 
Sheila  akeady  knew  its  phrases  by  heart.    They  had 
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followed  aU  their  quarrels.  And  so  it  was  with  her 
reply.  These  phrases  too  were  hackneyed.  They 
had  been  said  over  and  over.  They  would  assuredly 
do  weary  service  again.  Could  she  ever  hope  for 
unbroken  peace?  Would  his  jealousy  cease  with 
actual  marriage?  Not  unless  he  stopped  loving  her. 
With  what  he  called  love!    Such  devotion  as  her 

A^'i^^^J^^  ^^^  "^^^y  P^^^^°"  ^o^thy  of  that  name. 
And  to  Tom  he  was  a  mountebank ! 

From  white  nights  spent  with  thoughts  like  these 
she  would  rebound  to  a  feverish  optimism  which 
swept  every  doubt  aside.    The  real  Tom  was  the  trust- 
ing worshipping  boy  she  had  known  before  any  one 
could  meddle  with  their  happiness.    Their  woes  were 
not  of  their  own  making.    They  had  come,  not  from 
withm,  but  without.    No  wonder  he  had  grown  irri- 
table and  suspicious.    He  had  seen  every  face  turn 
against  him,  been  wounded  in  heart  and  pride     How 
could  he  come  through  such  trials  with  sweet  temper 
and  steady  nerves?    It  was  asking  the  impossible. 
As  soon  as  his  probation  was  over  he  would  find  him- 
self    She  would  find  herself .    It  was  as  simple  as  the 
first  sum  m  addition.    It  was  the  first  sum  in  addi- 
tion.   Only  with  them  — marvelous  paradox  — one 
and  one  would  make  one. 

Through  a  fleeting  April  and  a  mad-footed  May 
she  swung  between  these  extremes  to  end  at  dead 
center,  certain  of  nothing  but  her  indecision.  Sophie 
threw  her  speculative  glances  and  once  or  twice  gave 
her  a  chance  to  unburden  her  mind,  but  Sheila  kept 
her  own  counsel.  She  could  guess  what  Miss  Perrin 
would  say.  Knowing  nothing  of  Daddy  Toe,  she 
would  suspect  her  of  mooning  over  Stoughton  Louns- 
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bury  and  again  remind  her  of  the  big  facts.  As  if 
she  needed  reminding!  She  could  no  more  forget 
them  than  she  could  ignore  the  warning  of  the  calen- 
dar that  here  at  last  was  June. 

The  remaining  days  beside  the  Hudson  sKpped  from 
her  like  quicksilver  and  then  were  no  more.  She  was 
parting  with  girls  she  expected  never  to  see  again ; 
with  Molly  and  Gertrude,  in  spirit  already  at  Class 
Day  spreads;  with  Sophie,  who  had  been  her  bul- 
wark against  a  sea  of  troubles  which  she  now  must 
breast  alone.  She  was  motoring  away  in  the  rear 
seat  of  the  Ballantine  car  just  as  she  had  first  come 
montiis  ago.  And,  as  before,  she  sat  between  the 
elder  Ballantines,  and  Roger  talked  to  her  in  under- 
tones while  his  wife  dozed. 

"I  had  Tom  on  the  'phone  yesterday,"  he  told  her. 
"He  says  he  went  through  his  finals  Uke  greased 
lightning  and  can't  wait  for  us  to  come  on." 

"There  isn't  any  doubt  about  his  graduating?" 

"None  whatever.  That  sheepskin  is  as  good  as 
framed." 

"How  glad  you  must  feel,"  she  said. 

"Yes,"  he  assented.  " It  will  be  in  Latin  —  which 
is  a  dead  language  for  me  in  every  sense  — but 
there'll  be  good  reading  between  the  lines." 

Sheila  thought  this  over. 

"They  couldn't  take  his  degree  away  from  him?" 
she  asked. 

"Take  it  away?" 

"Afterward  —  when  they  know." 

Roger  turned. 

"They  know,"  he  said.  "They've  known  since 
last  faU." 
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"You  told  them!" 

other  way?    I  went  to  the  dean  and  laid  mv  caiS« 
on  the  table.    I  didn't  see  fit  to  menUon  it  to  Tom 
I  wanted  him  to  have  every  incentive  to  toe  the 
mark.    He  was  bound  to  misjudge  me  in  any  case 
and  another  count  in  the  indictment  didn't  matter' 
Id  have  told  you,  however,  if  you  had  brought  it 

She  stared  down  the  river  road.    How  could  she 

"The  Perrin  system  must  be  a  bit  too  strenuous 
or  warm  weather,"  he  said.    "You're  thinn    Tn  the 
cheeks  and  below  par  in  color.    How  would  you  I^e 
a  salt-water  cruise  ?  "  ^ 

No.    We  re  gomg  over  by  train.    Has  Tom  ever 
spoken  of  our  yacht  ?  " 
"No,"  she  said. 

onil^art  nf  ^^^  •''"'•  ^  ^^^  '^^''  °^  ^^'  time  it's 
only  part  of  the  view  we  get  from  our  summer  nlace 

off  fwrr'^'"'  ^^«^^-  The  novelt^  oH  wo  e 
off  with  the  first  coat  of  paint.  I  could  have  got  my 
money  out  more  than  once  lately.  Anything  tTat 
floats  IS  in  demand  these  days.    But  I'TLd  I 

?ef in  Bo  ;    ''r  f '  ^'^  ^^^^-  '^  "Stt  -hte  i 
lies  n  Boston  harbor -ready  for  your  honeymoon." 

His  face  became  indistinct. 

«'LT'1  '^^  H^"'  ^"'  ^'^^  ^^'^ce  ^o^ook  her. 

have  ted'un''.     "''"  ^'  '"'  '"  '^^^^y*    " ^ou  two 
nave  lived  up  to  your  agreement,  and  I  propose  to 
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hold  up  my  end  and  do  a  Kttle  more.  You've  earned 
a  wedding  trip,  and  I  want  it  to  be  one  that  you'll 
be  glad  to  remember.  Take  your  time  — all  the 
time  you  want.  Just  loaf  along  the  New  England 
coast  till  you  feel  like  making  the  home  port." 

She  caught  blindly  at  his  hand  and  before  he 
could  stop  her  raised  it  to  her  lips. 

"It  would  take  the  rest  of  my  life  to  thank  you  for 
all  you've  been  to  me,"  she  said.  "I —  I  haven't 
deserved  it.    I  never  can." 

He  recovered  his  hand  and  eyed  it  as  if  it  had 
fallen  amongst  raflSsh  adventures  and  come  back 
stupefyingly  changed. 

"Where  were  we?"  he  queried,  and  then,  with  his 
dry  smile:  "All  at  sea,  I  reckon.  Well,  to  get  back 
to  land,  you'll  need  some  new  duds  --  summer  things, 
I  daresay  -■  but  you  can  go  over  that  with  mother 
when  she's  thoroughly  awake." 

Mrs.  Ballantine  roused  shortly,  bestowed  a  patroniz- 
ing glance  on  the  Palisades  and  dropped  a  remark  so 
inconsequent  that  it  had  the  air  of  a  postscript  to  her 
dreams. 

"Ethel,"  she  said,  "is  stiU  in  Califonua.  A  friend 
who  lives  in  Santa  Barbara  begged  her  to  make  her 
a  long  visit.  It  seems  almost  providential  —  coming 
just  at  this  time." 

Sheila  felt  no  interest  in  Ethel's  state  of  mind, 
but  she  rejoiced  that,  while  her  own  thoughts  were 
so  chaotic,  she  need  not  undergo  the  scrutiny  of  her 
black  eyes.  Ethel's  astral  self,  however,  appeared 
to  haunt  Mrs.  Ballantine.  She  mentioned  her  a 
second  time  during  the  ride  and  missed  her  audibly 
at  intervals  that  evening.    Every  turn  of  the  huge 
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mated  for  the  opening  of  tlie  country  place  -  JJri 
to  remind  lier  of  tlie  absent  girl     Ld  pfk.!  ^, 
a  paragon  of  good  taste,  movri  he^e  ^1  „^' 

^f  tL.  •  *  ""  'P*"d  n™=  o'  the  catalonie 
tJrf  "l'"f  '^'  ''"  ""'"pressed  by  Se  £ 
he^hts  to  which  a  mysterious  Providence  had  rS 

^as  now  treated  as  a  matter  of  course     Her  humki! 
gSSrgT'"*  "  "-  'o--  '"-  "^^' 
She  grew  very  weary  as  she  gave  ear  and    vnth 

companion's  smug  self-esteem  of  a  pferci^f  ™i^' 

S';h\rnr;r\o-ktl^^^^^^ 

woe  .t  must  be  rather  gorgeous.y'SV"o  fe 

-e? aSrof  tr^ -^^^^^^^^^ 

som.  face  to  kus,  not«i  the  perfecUon  of  his  sSg 
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taUoring,  listened  with  wifely  deference  to  his  view 

on  the  prospects  of  the  crew,  and,  sUIl  mistress  of  he 

nenres,  reached  the  hotel  and  the  privacy  of  her  room 

But  It  was  a  qualified  privacy.    One  of  a  suite,  he 

rooni  opened  into  a  sitting  room,  which  in  turn  Ice 

to  the  bedroom  of  the  Ballantincs.    There  was  i 

lock  on  the  connecting  door,  however,  and,  when  sht 

had  shut  herself  in,  she  turned  the  key  and  gave  a 

haUboy  naoncy  to  buy  the  theatrical  papers  which 

tin  now  she  had  had  no  chance  to  acquire.    He  was 

an  unconscionable  time  over  the  errand,  but  she  did 

not  so  much  as  strip  off  a  glove  during  the  wait. 

They  were  in  her  hands  at  last,  and  topmost  was 
the  periodical  she  had  sought  and  bought  at  Easter 
And  now  as  then  she  had  eyes  only  for  "Vaudeville 
Dates    and  the  lines  of  fine  print  which  should  reveal 
the  whereabouts  of  Lew  Pam.    There  it  was.    For 
the  current  week  he  was  in  Providence,  Rhode  Island 
An    hour    away!    Providence  -  Mrs.    Ballantine's 
word  I    It  had  the  look    ,i  an  omen.     Sheila  let  the 
magazme  fall,  studied  the  rug  a  moment,  and  then 
tne  panels  of  the  connecting  door. 

The  three  of  them  were  together  in  the  sitting  room 
when  she  entered.  Tom,  hands  in  pockets,  held  the 
center  of  the  floor,  expounding  she  knew  not  what 
His  mother  gazed  at  him  in  idolatrous  silence  from 
the  lounge.  Roger,  his  cigar  tilted  at  an  acute  ancle 
was  at  a  window  contemplating  the  glories  of  Copley 
bquare.  Her  coming  checked  the  flow  of  Tom's 
speech  and  stimulated  Mrs.  Ballantine's. 

"Why,  you're  just  as  you  stepped  off  the  train," 
she  said  querulously.  "You  haven't  done  anything. 
And  Tom  was  planning  — "  •'       o 
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"I've  made 


"I've  donr  something,"  taid  the  rirl 
up  my  mind."  *    ' 

jTn! *"?"l^'  ^r.*'*^'*^  *'  ^''  fi"'  t^n^e  word, 
ajd  Sheila,  skirtmg  Tom  as  if  he  were  a  table  or  a 

Ltr;ie.^^^'^^*«'''^^-^^---andVc:o5 
vl\Zl  T"  '  ^'''u  ^'^'''  '^'  '^'^  slo'^^Jy.  "and 
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CHAPTER  NINETEEN 
Tom  was  the  first  to  act.    He  seemed  to  defy  the 
icLr'thf ro^.'^"-    ^^  '^''y  -^^P"^^^<^  ^-If 

much !    I  m  your  husband,  a^  '  t  i-^ow  my  rights." 

Go  easy,"  interposed  '  er     "Ston  trv^'n^ 

to  puU  Sheila's  arm  out  of  ,  ?hi,  ^TmSf 

pictures.    Listen  to  what  she  has  to  say  "  ^ 

ta^VaJnThr 

^^otrrrig^he^r.-^^^-^^^^^  ^'^^-^^ 

''Not  on  mine,"  said  Roger,  side-stepping  nimbly. 
I  m  a  human  being  too."  ^ 

"As  my  wife  —  " 

"Your  wife  must  have  reasons  that  look  erave 
enough  to  her  to  warrant  such  a  statement  as  shf  hi 
made.    Out  with  them,  my  child  "  "^^  ^"^  nas 

Sheaa  saw  herself  trapped  at  the  very  outset, 
fvow        ah-eady  named  the  only  reason  The  could 

"It's  Tlf^^  '*  T  u'rT'  ^^^"  ^  h^^^'"  she  said. 
Its  somethmg  which  I  feel  is  right  for  me  to  do. 

1  hope  It  can  be  arranged  without  much  trouble- 
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Bu    perhaps -y^u   ought   to   know-perhaps   it 
^I  Le  Minple.    Tom  and  I  haven't  lived  together 
On  /  a  few  peorle  know  that  we  went  through  a 

"Do  you  call  our  marriage  a  boy  and  giri  aflfair?" 
he  demanded.  "Do  you  mean  to  say  that  I  wasn't 
old  enough  to  know  my  own  mind  ? " 

"No." 

"Or  that  you  weren't?" 
"No,  Tom ;  but  —  " 

t^r^"'''""^  ^f  ^^  cradle-snatching  stuflF.  Admit 
that  you  re  sick  of  your  bargain  and  don't  care  a 
damn  or  me  -  diat  you're  aiming  at  higher  game." 

"It  w  "",? '.\^^'  ^''^  "P'  ^''  S^^  imflinching 
It  wouldn't  be  true,"  she  said. 

"None  of  those  things?" 

"Not  one." 

yoiilTt  wC'"^'  '"^  ^'^  ^^-^  '^  -  -- 

"Have  you  been  the  same  to  me?    Your  fealousv 
has  distorted  everything  I've  said  or  done     It^you 
who  have  kept  Stoughton  Lounsbury  in  my  thoughts 
lZ:^'^;^^.>r'-^'''^'    Buthe^nXg 

in  Roger.  '"^^'''  ""'  ^''"^^  ^  °"'  °^  ^^>"  '^^ 
"By  aU  means,"  seconded  Mrs.  Ballantine    no 
Wer  content  to  be  a  mere  listener,    "^at'  are 
the  Lounsburys  to  us  ?  " 
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"How  dare  you  —  " 

"No,  Mr.  Ballantine." 

hnl"^^"  "^'^^  eliminate  that  also.    What  is  it  th.. 
has  changed  your  feelings  toward  him??'     ^  ''  "^'^ 

stilitff^f hii.^^^'^''  ^"^^^  toward  Tom.    I 
I' But  not  enough  to  be  his  wife?" 

"My  God !"  groaned  Tom     "She's  cra^v  " 

first  thougM  w^Sd^^trTourt  '^>'^«'     ."My 
do.^,bestto,oo.:nX^^:i;,^S-,^^^^ 

Roger  continued  his  probe. 

A  job  m  sight?" 
"No." 


Ill 
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''Think  you'd  relish  clerking  again?" 
It  isn't  a  question  of  what  T'H  lito »»  „i,»      'j 
"But  I  ought  t;  do  better  than\hat  S  thfedu'f: 
tion  you  have  given  me.    I  never  knew  wW  I 
meant  to  think  till  I  went  to  M^Perrin  V'  '' 

And  here's  a  sample!"  threw  in  Tom  bitterlv 
^As  soon  as  she  learns  to  think  she  wants  to  S 

"Perfectly  true,"  agreed  Mrs.  Ballantine  for- 
gettmg  that  she  and  Tom  were  estranged.  ''That 
Miss  Pernn  is  a  dangerous  woman  " 

"No,"  said  SheUa.    "She  is  a  wonderful  woman 

-fine   al    through."    Her   glance   came   back    to 

Roger.    ;'I  could  thank  you  on  my  knees  for  gfving 

me  ^chance  to  know  her.    It's  part  of  my  de^r^^ 

Which  you  want  to  square?" 

t      kilhng  this  boy's  faith  in  womankind?" 
lught  her  breath. 

;^^ou  -you  surely  don't  look  at  it  that  way!" 

it  s  one  way  of  looking  at  it." 
"It's  the  only  way,"  said  Tom,  seizing  his  ad- 

•  Do"  clf:;k  Z''''''ir.  ^^  ^'^°"^  ^^-^  -  ' '  sLna. 

I  Low  rv'^'  "^^^^  ^""i  ^'  >^""^  «^  ^'^'  self. 
1  know  I  ve  devilled  you  about  Lounsbury,  and  I'm 

ash    o,d  of  myself  and  sorry.    But,   after  all    k 

n  can     V  ''°^''^/  '°"'^  ^^^^  "^^^"  ^^  "^^  what  you 

m  as  vl°ir  '~;'  ^°"'^'  ^^"^'  ^^  y«"  ^^i^l  love 
Z  fn  r\^  T"  ^«  -yo"  can't  walk  out  of  my 
life  in  this  heartless  fashion  "  ^ 

"Heartless!    Oh,    Tom,   il  you   only  knew-" 
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.beast,  why  I  must,"  she  said     "8^1.*™  *  *" 
mg  of  myself.    I  omy  wanTto  -  TJ.^  ""'  *^ 

by  you.'  it„eo„T„?„o:fS^=  ""«  "«"'  '^'' 

-as  no  one  was  ever  tmsT^' a"h  ^'^  'r"""^  " 
-aie  it  „p  to  y„„,  ,„  p,™!i^^  pAnd_n„w  I  want , 

bankruptcy.  XT^"  T '"  ^■'««'''^-     "' 
«t%ation^but  to"s:;feray"^°^^^'"  ^- 

Her  stridcen  eyes  admitted  defea" 

^_There  IS  nothing  more  I  can  say." 

BaiiLtf  "°^s''XleT'  'f  °T'^  f™"  M- 
«Jiedfor.    Youm,IV°f,     "l''"'  '«"»  »»st  "». 
had  taken  hilde^ee  -         ""  ""'^  '''^'«'  ««  Tom 
Sheila  did  not  hpar     ci, 

father   in  PareX;a.?n^  ^L'^tt  ^^^^^ 

Roge?:Sau^^^ 

"Not  another  word ''  h!    T^ 'f '''^  «^^^"^^- 
enough  of  this  wiW  f;,i.  ^  '^"^''^'     "^'^^  heard 
anarchy  I  WeT  11   ""^  ^enunciation.    It's  like 

Get  it  ^ut  o^Z  hTad  'Xd  ^ot  't  ^T^^ 

a  smile,  "Jet's  make  a  fresh  start  Z^fth      T'^'^  ^^^ 

He  put  his  arm  rnnn^  I  ,  ^^  ^  ^^^an  slate." 

her  faS  aglSrl?"  ""'  "  "^  '""*  ^^  ^ 
babbled  in  fra^dc  S*'  ™"''^'™  '*'^  "<«■"  have 
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"The  discussion 
cxu=cu.  j^on  I  lec  me  Hear  any  more  nonsense 
debts.  Never  again.  I  mean  it,  and  you'h  scay 
here  m  the  stocks  till  you  realiz:  that  I  mean  it 
You  ve  been  under  a  strain  for  months.  Your  nerves 
are  on  edge^  But  you  have  stood  the  test,  and  I'm 
satisfied.  Do  you  get  that  straight?  I'm  satisfied 
In  every  respect.  That  doesn't  mean  that  I  think 
youre  faultless.  I  don't.  But,  all  the  same,  I 
wouldn  t  trade  you  for  a  saint  with  a  certified  hilo. 
You  are  gomg  to  be  a  real  daughter  to  mother  and 
me  and  as  good  a  wife  to  Tom  as  you  think  he  de- 
serves." 

And  Shena  with  mingled  gratitude  and  shame,  held 
her  peace.  She  had  been  sincere  in  her  offer.  Hard 
as  was  the  choice,  it  had  seemed  easier  than  its  al- 
ternative. But  the  courage  which  had  carried  her 
'T  ^^^'^^,^^h«W  had  failed  her  miserably  in  the 

Rotr  h^H  -^  ""^if  ^""^x  '^'^  ''  ^^^  ^^^^^'  gJ^d  that 
Roger  had  silenced  her,  for,  though  she  felt  a  creature 
devoid  of  honor  and  of  will,  her  reUef  was  ineffable. 
Left  alone  with  Tom,  she  clung  to  him  in  wordless 

Sat'^Z^--  :^^l  ^"'  '^^^''^  ^^^  ^  r«<=kless, 
St.     A  }T^^  happmess.    Nothing  counted  but 

woT;  ft     ^r?'  T"^'  "'°'^^^'  ^"y«"^  Peradventure 

^ZJ^f  ^°^j^'/t?  ^'^^  ^°™'  ^«  irreproachable 
summer  tweeds,  of  Thomas  Ballantine. 

By  and  by  they  went  out  together.    No  Cor    y- 

i^laza  dinner  under  the  parental  eye  for  Tom!    He 

guided  her  to  a  far  less  modem  hostel  m  a  far  ifss 

fere  TutT"-  -J^'  ^'''?^  "^^  ^^  ^^"^^y  -^  the 
h^'^nM  P'^^'^^S  genius  was  a  man  of  feehng, 

Ins  tables  were  thoughtfully  disposed  in  alcoves,  hS 
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^,  '°^^.  ^^  «"^'  ''Wd>  still  quickenerf  , 

W-at  a.hurd™r,le''f^rad;f':Srir 
were  ravishinelv  beaiiHf.,1     ^Jf  ^^^^°>''    The  elms 

in  their  shSs  we  e  tauffiinr^'il"''"'^^"' 
this  cold  New  EnglaX  '    '^''  '^^'"> 

will  happen  b^e  '^^X.^^'  ^°"^^^^^^  ^^^^^^ 
Nothing  can  part  us  but  death." 
■Uont  speak  of  death'" 
"I  couldn't  help  thinking  of  it  back  th^r^      .  i, 
we  passed  those  old  gravestonl;      !f^      ^^?'" 
it  would  be  — now     ^"^^^^ones  — of  how  terrible 
Tom?"  ^°'^-    ^°"  ^^  ^^^^  well,  don't  you, 

"Look  at  me!"  he  invited.    "But  vou    H.ri- 
-you  are  thinner  than  you  were     aLT'>        ^^ 
pale."  ^         ^^'    "^^  you're  very 

"b?1TI^''  ^  '""^"  *^^  «'=«™  light?" 

•By  dayhght  too.    I  noticed  if  ,h!,  Jt 
even  while  I  was  brute  enouri  "  ^  ^""""  " 

that"  ''^   ^"^    "W^   ''8'«d   to  forget  aU 
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"  WM  ^  "r''.    ">  •'''=»  P^rf^^'  to-night." 

"Would  you,  dear?" 
"Wouldn't  you?" 

"I  love  you,"  she  said  softly. 
He  adored  a  moment  in  silence. 

he  de'^lare?  ~  T^"''!."~  'f^^^  -  "^^^  about  you," 
^.h     '  r  Thursday!"    He  heaved  a  migh  y 

sigh.  It  seems  a  million  years  off  WhvT^  7^ 
name  of  destiny  can't  thev  let  P^Jt^^  ^  ^^^ 
follow  Class  Day?  ItVidiodc  t.  Commencement 
day  between."  '  '"^  sandwich  a  useless 

"Tp'om-''''he'    ^°^!-^h^-ng happen?" 
^     bports!       he    ejaculated    in    withering    scorn 
Athletic  meets -the  second  ball  game  wfth  Ya^* 

over  theX:  ^^'''^  ^^  ^^"  ^^  P~nltu 
over  the  place.    The  hotels  are  full  of  them  alreadv 

They  re  the  ones  who  want  to  string  thwTout  " 

These  oldsters  were  clearly  superfluous  '     "'* 

^ Jut  Class  Day,"  she  said.    "You  wouldn't  miss 

"Wouldn't    I!    To    hp   wifi,    , 
It  wouldn't  be  fair  to  your  people."  ^    '       '' 
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It  appealed  to  her. 

"I  can't  wait  to  see  you  in  your  c-p  and  gown " 
she  said.    "Are  tiiey  becoming?"  ' 

"I  look  like  an  undertaker." 
"I  don't  believe  it." 
"You'll  see." 

"I  know  I  shall  be  proud  of  you  --  that  you  be- 
long to  me.  I  always  am.  Sometimes  I  —  I  simply 
choke  up  when  I'm  with  you." 

His  mind  centered  on  this  delicious  revelation 
,   "^?  you,  Sheila!"  he  cried,  and  then,  in  sudden 
humility:  "I'm  not  so  much." 
"There's  nobody  like  you." 
"Nor  like  you.    But  this  feeling  that  comes  to  you  ? 
.1  ell  me  more  about  it." 
The  miracle  baflSed  analysis. 
"I  can't  describe  it,"  she  said.    "It  Just  rushes 
over  me  that  you  are  so  —  so  dear." 

"That's   love,"   he   said   solemnly.     "Real   love 
And  It's  exactly  the  way  — only  more  so  — that  I 
feel  about  you.    We  were  meant  for  each  other 
darhng,  from  the  beginning  of  time.    I  used  to  scoff 
at  that  kind  Ci  thing.    But  now-"    He  repudiated 
ms  heresy  in  a  long-drawn  "Gee !" 
"Words  aren't  much  use,  are  they?" 
"We  don't  need  them." 
"No,"  she  said.    "  We  know." 
TTieir  gaze  had  the  fixity  of  the  bronze  bishop's  over- 
head.    Then  a  near-by  clock  struck  eleven,  and  other 
clocks  more  remote  attested  with  tiresome  certainty 
that  eleven  was  correct. 

■    "If  they're  so  infernally  positive,  it  must  be  true," 
lie  lamented.    "I  ought  not  to  have  kept  you  out  so 
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long.  You  II  be  up  late  to-morrow  night  at  the  senior 
spread  and  dance,  and  I  want  you  to  cast  aU  the  other 
girls  in  the  shade.  But  I  haven't  said  half  the  things 
I  want  to  say."  * 

"We've  years  ahead  of  us." 

"Not  to  straighten  out  one  or  two  matters  We 
n  ust  settle  about  the  Lounsburys." 

"Must  we,  Tom ?    To-night ! " 

"Don't  be  alarmed.  We  won't  differ  on  that 
score  agam  I  can  be  sorry  for  Stoughton  now. 
He  s  gomg  to  be  hard  hit,  Sheila,  and  that's  why  I 
want  you  to  know  that  I  shan't  be  touchy  about 
your  dancmg  with  him." 

testfd"'  ^  ^^^'^  ^^'^^  '°  ^^^"'^^  ^'^  ^""'"  ^^^  P^°- 
"He'll  ask  you,  and  of  course  I'll  have  to  ask  his 

'''"Dread?""  '^^'"'^  ^^^  ""^^^^  ^^'  ^"^  ^°"^" 

"Because  he  went  to  the  school  at  Easter  ?  You've 
never  told  me  what  took  place  - 1  hate  to  dig  this  up 
and  by  George,  I  won't  -  but  I  know  he  didn't  go 
up  there  to  talk  about  the  weather." 

Sheila  took  hold  of  his  lapel 

"Tom!" 

"Yes?" 

"I  can  teU  you  now -you're  so  fair  and  reason- 
aoie.    He  came  to  ask  me  to  marry  him." 
itp!,^^  God!    And  you -you  aUowed  him  to  do 

"Tom!" 

"I  mean -well,  it  strikes  me  that  you  might 
have  seen  It  coming.    But  no  matter.    What  did  you 
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''Was  there  more  than  one  thing  I  could  say?" 
Of  course  not.    But -his  telling  me,  hi,  ma 
ner?    Do  you  mean  that  he  wouldn't  take  no  t 
an  answer?" 

help^xiL.^''  '^^^^'  "''  ''*"'''  "^^^^  '  ~" 
^  "I  suppose  not,"  he  said  with  labored  irapartialit 
I  can  see  how  he'd  sUck  to  his  point.  This  is  a 
awkward  messl"  He  thought  strenuously.  "01 
weU;  you  may  not  be  thrown  together  to  Ly  erea 
jxtent.    He'U  be  busy  with  his'own  cJowd"^  S 

hu^\    I       '^f°"<>^  evening  "-he  threw  bad 
his  shoulders --"what  I  said  goes.    There  won' 
be  any  dog-m-the-manger  spirit  on  my  part." 
They  walked  rather  soberly  toward  the  hotel. 
I  am  sorry  for  him,"  reaffirmed  Tom,  as  if  com- 
mittmg  a  lesson.    "I  can  afford  to  be." 
Sheila  pursued  her  own  train  of  thought. 
"I  wish  I  knew  what  to  say  to  Molly  " 
" You 'U  have  it  out  with  her?" 
"I  couldn't  let  her  hear  through  some  one 
or  the  newspapers." 

"I  hope  there  won't  be  a  break,"  he  said 
know  you're  fond  of  her." 
She  did  not  reply,  and  his  face  clouded. 

au,W?m^''  ^"•"  ^%f^^^ed.  "I  wish  I'd  kept 
quiet  till  to-morrow.  You  feel  this  more  than  you're 
wilhng  to  admit."  ^ 

Sheila  pressed  his  ann  agi^inst  her  young  breast. 
1 11  have  you,"  she  said. 
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CHAPTER  TWENTY 

He  was  back  in  the  morning  before  she  was  fully 
dressed  and  ate  a  second  breakfast  in  her  company 
Love  never  mipaired  Tom's  appetite.  Roger  had 
long  Since  nsen  and  departed  to  inspect  his  local 
branches;  Mrs  Ballantine  was  planning  to  go  ou 
with  New  York  acquaintances  she  had  run  across 
in  the  hotel.    The  day  was  theirs. 

••We'll  do  anything  you  say,"  he  told  her. 
1 11  do  anything  you  say." 

"Jove  I  bu't  you're  lovely.    You  must  have  had 
a  good  night's  rest." 

'•I  did." 

•'Dream  of  me?" 

;'No-o^    But  I  went  to  sleep  thinking  of  you." 

"DM  you  ?'^""       ^^  ^  ^'""^'^  "^  ^'^^  '°°" 

"Yes  —  that  it  was  Thursday  " 

She  looked  at  him  from  under  her  lashes  and  smiled. 

in  a  soTt  "Oh!  &  "'  """  '"  """  '^^^^^  «^ 
He  became  a  wizard  of  intuition. 
"  That  choky  feelinff  ?  " 
"Y-e-8." 

"You're  an  angell" 

They  vied  in  descripUve  epithets  for  an  interval 
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"Boston?" 

*h«  «.«*•.."  ®"*^  I  Snow  you?     What', 

the  most  interesting  thing  in  Boston,  a/yhow?" 

"Wrong,"  he  laughed.    "It's  you." 
i  hen  we  ve  seen  the  chief  wonders     But  «,w 

^J_;He.ve„  forbid-  We'd  bring  „p  fa,  .  police  sta- 

''Were  you  so  wicked?" 

"No,"  he  answered  with  candid  eves     "R..f  t 

"W lSe7> '""*'''*'«"  "'«''^«" 
In  this  debonair  mood  thev  idlpH  ar*,;^o* 

sln"er:^C  ^"-ir  ?--  -"^tn^SS 
o  twelve  dli^  f  ?'"  '"'  '""'8'^'  «'  *«  ^'"ke 
devoTed  the^!?,  '^  "■'  °^"'^«  restaurant.    They 

houR  n,„r,  t„  .  °  ^°""  *°  '""*»n  and  two 

^ked  out  of  U,e  tofneau  aT  I'  X*?'^::' 
In  fact  they  nouced  quite  half  a  do«n  dS^  fa 


J^.- 


THE  HOPE  CHEST 


««9 


which  they  agreed  It  wouW  be  delightful  to  live.  At 
four  o'clock  they  stopped  at  a  tea  house  beside  a  river 
bu  w«^  equal  only  to  Ice  crean,  and  a  special  cake 
wWch  It  appeared  that  all  patrons  of  the  tea  house 

llff'  ,^^'''  *''"  ^^*  ^«y  '«»^hed  the  hotel 
and  heroically  parted,  he  to  fly  to  Cambridge  to 
dress  she  to  rest  against  the  further  strain  of  dinner 
and  the  senior  spread.  As  she  dozed  off  Sheila 
recalled  an  edifying  mural  decoration  in  the  Public 
inruV'u  fy™«hed  a  sumptuous  background 

for  a  bold,  surreptitious,  electrifying  kiss.    The  little 
memones  of  travel  are  often  curiously  distinct, 
mpn  'f  f    f    ""^i  over-populated  that  evening  with 

Zlf,  ""^  fu  ^^°'  ^^^P'^^  ^^"^  advanced  years, 
seemed  gay  of  heart.    Tom  explained  that  'Ninety 
five  was  ce  ebrating  its  twentieth  anniversary.        ^ 
Poor  old  things!"  said  Sheila,  moved  by  their 
senile  glee.    "I  suppose  that  for  one  night  Uiey're 
trying  to  feel  young  again."  ^ 

Tom's  compassion  was  less  profound. 

^  I  hope  ru  have  the  sense  to  pass  up  class  re- 

"To"rO,'  '1  ^^  '''  ^^°"«  "  he'remaLd 
To  say  nothing  of  trying  to  dance !    It's  sickening 

nowadays  the  way  such  fossUs  butt  into  pardes  and 
cop  out  the  pretty  giris."  ^ 

nlTol'Zf  "^'j^^^'t  th^t  night  youth  had  the 
tff  n  u  ^^:  /°^"  ^^^^^^  ^^  his  pedestal  in 
laL     Ev'^'J'^  '"  ''  '  "^^"  -^°  ^-d  -t  lived  S 

and  stifflv'"  .'^^P""^^"  ™thies  in  frigid  marble 
and  st,ffl    p     t,d  ^  .^  ^^ 

fn  s5te  ofTh      °^,^^"^«",^^  H-11  seemed  humanized 

n  spite  of  themselves  as  they  looked  down  on  these 

fnvulous  heirs  of  a  great  tradition.    To  Sheila  they 
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were  only  a  degree  more  ancient  than  the  natriarr 
o    'Ninety-five  she  had  glimpsed  at  tJe^  CoSe 

sue  launched  on  her  first  dance.  This  place  of  lof 
ardies  and  stained  glass,  and  busts,  !Tm 
^d  stoned  memories  was  the  heart  of  Ham 
And  Tom  was  one  of  Harvard's  veritable  son 
She  felt  that  she  had  done  him  scant  justic^^  m 
was  she  to  treat  his  merits  so  hghdy  ?  He*  aS^ 
in  stature  in  her  anns,  increased  in^'^om  ^^'^ 
^^  hereupon  Tom  dropped  a  pearl  from  his  learnec 

tl^e'bunTh.'"''  ''"^  ^°"' '  "r^*^-    "Not  one  oi 
Superb,  royal,  incredible  tribute  I 

to  hlTiriat' '"  ""^  "■''"  *'  "'^^'  '■»p»« 

judgment.    You  put  it  over  every  girl  here     A„d 

TowarYwwt'  '"'  '''^  r*"'"'  ^'^  -  «n. 
J  oward  whichever  point  she  circled  in  the  walb, 

SoX"'"  '"'  '''"  -"''  '^^^ 

■  ,?','",<'."^»tfd  various  members  of  his  sodetv- 

Slta'^S;!^'  or  spectacles -and  SheUa  decided 
lorutude     It  crossed  her  mind  also  that  it  mieht 

t^u^Li  r  T"'  ""  ""'arrassing  moml  S 
Stoughton  Lounsbmy.    She  had  not  .pied  him  yet, 
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intervals  through"?  ^J!vlr".?°^v"  '"'"«'" 
had  aUuded  tf  Stourif.nn'^i.  '^°'"  "^^  "»'  Tom 
inkling  thaThe  wa!  SS!S  '  \°*'^"'  '»''  <>"  ^t 

iust^^Jig^U^rtk^atlr-"'''"^"'"'-  "H''' 
Hnv?S  ?^  ^^g^^^ficantly  unnamed  enter-d  the  h.u 
with  Molly,  met  Sheila's  eves  with  w  u  ,  " 
as  she  had  foreseen  wLJ^  .•  ^"^^  '"*^^  *  ^0°^ 
supplement's  Tn^  ^'''"'^'  ^^^^^  ^^  ^^^^er 
danLgin^ewtke  '"'  '  ^"^"^'  ^^^  ^egan 

4^'tZt^'  '^  ^°"  ^^'"  ^^^  Tom,  cahn  with 
"Thank  you,  dear." 
'I^ey  danced  a  few  yards. 

He  s  trailing  as  near  as  possible." 

Cant  we  let  them  go  by?" 

Not  very  well." 

"We  ^th,    r       ""''  '"  '""o"  "^  to  the  end  " 
s™^"  ^'^  "'"  *'  'h'  ""t  doorway,"  she 

_^>st  what  he-d  like  1    SUct  to  the  haU,  by  aU 

Sheaa  flushed  with  the  ardor  of  the  chase 

CanT-^^t-rr-iM-- 
r:or;;;''yo;:?"  ^^^  ^^:~^^^:^t- 
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Why  should  I  worry?"  he  retorted.  "It's  yo 
I  want  to  spare.  Better  dance  with  him  and  b 
done  with  it.  I'U  take  on  MoUy  and  keep  as  clos 
as  I  can  and  then  rush  up  some  feUow  to  be  in 
troduced." 

As  the  ffi'isic  died  away,  young  Lounsbury  defth 
twled  his  sister  to  a  standstiU  alongside  the  fugitives 
and  Sheila  turned  a  somewhat  wistful  smile  on  fate' 
J*  oUy  greeted  her  as  if  they  had  been  sundered  a 
year,  Stoughton  as  if  he  had  waited  a  millennium,  and 
Tom,  pumpmg  up  small  talk,  beheld  their  group 
of  four  cleave  into  its  predestined  pairs.    From  the 
corner  of  her  eye  Sheila  saw  him  drift  wanly  to  his 
doom  and  in  the  same  breath  replied  to  Stoughton. 
^     No,     she  said.    "It's  not  taken.    We've  only 
just  come.    A  fox-trot?    How  nice!    This  is  such 
a  good  one,  isn't  it?    'Tickling  Love  Taps'  -■  what 
a  funny  name!"  ^ 

He  distanced  Tom  with  the  very  tactics  Tom  had 
used  to  no  avaU  and,  with  a  long  reach  of  the  crowded 
floor  between,  bent  his  head  to  intercept  her  errant 
glance. 

"This  isn't  charity,  I  hope?" 
"Charity?" 

"Not  quite  in  your  good  graces,  am  I ? " 

"I'm  not  offended,"  she  said,  "if  that  is  what  you 
mean.  ^ 

"You've  forgiven  me?" 

"There's  nothing  to  forgive." 

The  running  step  of  the  version  then  in  vogue  of 

this  spnghtiy  dance  made  its  exacting  demands,  and 

th  k^^^  ^^^^  ^^""^^"^  ^"^  ^  "^^^  ^^  ^^^^^  seized 
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Jl  fi?^'^-  ^'^^  ^  Memorial,"  he  teased.  "You 
know  this  IS  a  restaurant,  to  say  nothing  of  a  8<^ 
caUed  theater  and  a  kind  of  Valhalla  » 

"I  meant  Harvard,  of  course.    I'm  sure  I  should 
hate  to  say  good-by  to  it  if  I  were  a  man." 

It  s  too  sad  to  dwell  upon,"  he  laughed.  "Let's 
talk  about  you  instead.  You're  twice  Is  bewitching 
as  I  remembered,  and  I  thought  I  remembered  X- 
thmg  about  you  -  your  least  look  or  tone  or  gesture^' 

She  was  at  a  loss  how  to  answer  this,  but  another 
httle  run  covered  her  uncertainty.  "' anoiner 

'TWf%^'^  ^"""^^^  ^°^  ^^"  ^«  complained. 
^^^t  I  coax  you  out  m  the  transept  for  the  rest  of 

"But  we've  just  begun." 

to  youT  ''"^  ^^^  ^°^''  "^^'^  *^°^«^^  ^°  «Pe^ 

"Perhaps  to-morrow  —  " 

"Class  Day !  A  senior  doesn't  have  time  to  draw 
hisbreaa  Don't  put  me  oflF,  Sheila.  There  h^n^ 
been  a  day  smce  I  saw  you  that  I  haven'tlong^^^^^^ 

rornw^'t-    ""''.  r'    ^^  ^  I  loved  y^  t 
April,  I  worship  you  in  June."  /  «  *u 

"But  I  told  you  —  " 

in^fwr  ''^^V*'"  *°1^  "'"•    I've  forgotten  noth- 
ing  that  happened  —  nothing  " 

She  scoured  the  nearer  scene  for  rescue,  but  Tom 
^^us^rT'  ''''  °L"^""y  dark-coated  ^d  whit^ 
tionTstrr  ,  ^^'  "^^  *«  ^«^ore  the  impUca- 
S  ml?^^"^^"  ^  ^^  --^'  b"t  he  underfed 
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Itwa^^o?  ?'*^'';^^'^    Nor,  I  think,  wm  you, 
It  was  folly  to  palter  with  such  a  situation. 

4S,'in^r      f  ?  ^^'^^'"  ^^  ^^d  abruptly. 

"FrmlTnt^^^^"^"^^"    His  eyes  gfow^. 

They  pushed  through  the  corridor  under  th 
gallery,  came  out  into  the  vaulted  solemnly  of  th 
^^isept   passed  sepulchral  tablets  inseT^b  s^Lbe 

He  faced  her  eagerly. 

nf !-?  ™  ^""^  °^  y^"  *°  <=°«»e,"  he  said.    "  A.d 
of  your  own  free  will."  '  ''^ 

''I  came  because  you  forced  me  to  do  it " 

^  Don  t  say  that  I    I  hoped  it  meant  -  *" 

It  meant  only  that  I  wish  — that  I  must  rl^.r 

2T  "P-     You  had  no  right  to  say  Xtou 

"But  can  you  forget ? »  he  chaUenged. 
th         1'  T  ^'''''^    ^  t"^  to  make  you  see- 

'  B7t  V ''  '  ^'  "°*  ^^^^  ^«^  y«"  ^  that  way. '' 

to  11  m  the  end.    Such  love  as  mine  must  wake  vm,rc 

you-aTl  ^flT  *^'  "•    VWdt  i™ 
you      as  I  thought  for  a  moment  you  did  viM     t 

y  TO  Dipt  It  out     Believe  in  it  as  I  believe  in  it." 

lieve  m    t  "I "  '<»''!  P^'-dise.    You  must  no  be- 

b«n  tti  •,  ii-""^  ^"^  *  '»'^'^^'  »d  «  there  had 
Been  tune,  ,f  Miss  Perrin  had  not  come  bark  I  L,,m 

have  made  you  understand  that Twas^^'ii  l^;;'^ 
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But  how  can  you  without  reaUy  knowing  me?    I 
keep  forgetting  that.    I'll  have  to  waTof  ^ou  J 
and  m  try  to  wait  patiently  -  not  hound  you  ev^i^ 
toe  we  meet.    It  will  mean  making  mj^JoveT 
VVTienever  I've  seen  a  thing  I  wanted  IvVgone 7; 
t   gone  for  it  hard -and  got  it.    PerhapsTwL 
the  wrong  way-it  must  have  been-to"^   ™ 
It  may  have  given  you  a  false  idea  of  me  -reDelWi 
you.    But  I  am  not  a  bundle  of  conceU     If? ever 
had  any  conceit  you've  taken  it  out  of  me.    I'm  jus[ 
yours  — all  yours  — forever"  -imjust 

was  so  btd."'  '"  ^^^'  ^^  ^^  ^o  -^ch  he 

sJIuLL'1^''  have  given  a  false  impression,"  she 

havSt    t\  "I  W  not  meant  to  do  it.    Truly 

I  Haven  1 1    I  beg  you  to  believe  this,  for  I  care 

what  you  think -you  and  Molly,    ru  always  b^ 

wane.  But -oh,  why  did  you  come  at  Easter? 
y^'see'  '""  "^'  ''  "  '"^  '''  ^^  ^^^  Son'[ 
helrt  ^l  "^f '  ^'"?  uP*«  ^^  ^^g^t  f°r  yo"-  dear 
^  ou  re  simply  trymg  to  say  again  that  you  don't 

oTth.  7^^'"*  ^°"  ^'^  ^^-    I  ^^^t  you  to  en- 

Dav  and   T',r'^  "^^"*^  °^  ^^'  ^"^  of  Cla^s 
i^ay  and  of  all  your  days -world  without  end. 
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Wt^^that  Ballantinc  over  there,  looking  six  ways  a 

It  was,  and  Sheila,  a  barometer  to  his  every  mood 
sensed  the  brewing  storm.  The  old  jealousy  hac 
downed  the  new  resolution.  He  was  frowning  be 
fore  he  sighted  her  and,  when  his  roving  glance  lii 
upon  then-  comer,  he  flushed  a  fiery  red  and  strode 
toward  them. 

"The  fox-trot  is  over  and  half  of  a  one-step."  he 
announced  austerely. 

Jc"??  ^"?sb^  was  so  injudicious  as  to  grin. 

aren^Ly?"'''"^^'-    "''"'^  ^^  '^^-  ^-*' 
"On  the  contrary." 

«v5'ci,T  ""^^  ^^  °°^-'*^P  "^^  "»e,  Tom?" 
asked  Sheila,  anxious  to  soothe. 

"No,"  he  answered  brusquely.    "But  a  friend  of 
Mne  did.    In  fact  several  men  have  asked  to  meet 

Stoughton  stared  at  his  tone. 

fZ^7 ^^f^."'''^!y  ^"  ^^-    "I  ^dn't  realize 
that  J  had  kept  Sh- Miss  Moore -out  here  so 
ong.      He  bowed  to  her  with  a  look  which  another 
lover  might  weU  deem  fond  and  turned  away. 

Wait  a  minute,"  called  Tom,  stiU  scarlet  and  still 
brusque.    "I've  a  piece  of  news  for  you  " 
"News?"  ^ 

"In  confidence  —  tiU  after  Commencement.    We're 
mamed." 

Lounsbury  paled  to  the  lips. 

"Married!"  he  repeated.    "Married!"    And  then: 
'Sheila!    Is  this  true?" 
"Yes,"  she  said,  her  face  as  white  as  his.    "Since 
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last  autumn.    It  was  kent  s«»rrAf  ««  t     . 

His  father  wfahed  K  ^^  ^  - 1  TTt 
explain."  "  Kraauate.    1— I  couldn't 

^e  walked  away  with  shoulders  square  and  head 

got  Ly'^t"'"  "'"  "^  ^"^  '"'-"'vely.    "He 
She  could  not  look  at  him. 


•..' 


1^    '' 


CHAPTER  TWENTYHDNE 

She  had  partaers  galore.  But  her  dancing  and  h. 
talk  were  hke  the  lesser  dexterities  of  a  juggler  H 
real  thoughts  rang  the  changes  on  that  sSne  in  t 
transept,  so  vivid  in  its  revelation,  so  shtr^  ^  a 
contrasts  Pity  she  felt,  a  vicarious  shame,^buTsh 
w^too  dismayed  for  anger.    One  could  not  b 

SnT  '  ^^^°°^  ^'  ^  ^^-    T-'«  -t  wa 

pile's  ?"^  ^°  ^\'^^  "^""^^^  ^^Sh*  of  Stoughton 
Pnde  had  come  to  his  aid.    He  was  looking  aft-, 
his  sisters,  dancing  with  them  and  other  rirls  makin 
conversation  like  herself,  but  with  wh^tan  S 
she  plamly  saw.    His  face  was  drawn,  his  smile  a 

treaM^"'^.''  "^^J"'  ^"^^'  "^'^  ^^^  Pre'nde 
to  eat  an  ice  he  stood  ahnost  within  touch,  but  they 
shunned  each  other's  eyes.  The  wise  youtrLsi 
her  was  defining  the  spirit  which  set  his  Ahna  Mater 
apart  from  aU  others,  but  his  words,  like  his  face  and 
name,  were  veiled  in  fog.  She  felt  vastly  olde  thL 
^s  cocksure  boy,  older  than  John  HarvLd,  holding 
his  bronze  foho  in  his  bronze  chair. 

Tom  came  to  her  at  midnight. 

I*  We'll  go  when  you  are  ready,  SheUa." 
I  have  been  ready  for  hours,"  she  repUed. 
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"I  rappow  that  means  I  knocked  aU  the  fun  out  of 
your  evening  at  the  .tart,"  he  said  sUfflr  '"fiut 

^^t"4ht/r'  '^  "O-W  l-ve  been  no  su4 

.eSirtaI1„''h!  *""'  ""r  ''"P'y  ''*  ""d  pierced  the 
«mI„S  I.    ^t  *™°''  *»"  "« <:'>ance  thrust  sharply 

row:^h:;!^i,r"'<"^''^'»<"-t,si^ 

doI^^Tof^l^^ai^'  '■°"''"  "^^  "'<'•    "^f» 

The  latter  course  was  not  difficult.    He  was  ., 

«ger  to  be  quit  of  the  topic  as  she.    But  toTrm 

Cambridge  over  the  horizon's  rim.  When  she  re 
urned  m  the  morning  with  Roger  and  C  BallaT 
Une,  she  could  think  of  little  else  than  tS  IJZ 
kazard  of  encountering  Stoughton  Lounsbury  H^r 
fancy  misled  her  in  the  crowded  Squarr  ShTesoi^ 
t™  m  taaginaUon  f«,m  a  window  fa  Tom's  s?udtf 
When  the  black  Ifae  of  seniors  left  Holwor^y  =^d 

r'Si'irm'r---""""^^^^ 

She  Id'^n'^r  ^"^  ■"'  ^''^  °'  »  "eetmg  waned 
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she  T'^ither  knew  nor  conjectured.    Tom's  sodet 

was  in  possession  of  the  gymnasium,  and  Tom 

friends,  the  dancing  partners  of  last  night,  hemme 

her  about  till  the  drift  toward  Soldiers'  Field  began. 

The  Stadivim  was  not  another  Yale  Bowl,  but  th 

likeness  was  near  enough  to  stir  memories  of  a  da^ 

when  she  was  far  lighter  of  heart.    Mrs.  Ballantine 

full  of  a  fussy  curiosity  as  to  who  was  who,  chided  hei 

for  letting  her  wits  go  wool-gathering  at  such  a  time 

but  Roger,  digesting  his  impressions  in  silence,  glancec 

his  sympathy.    Then,  not  far  distant,  her  eye  fell 

on  the  Lounsbury  girls,  with  their  father  and  mother, 

and  at  the  same  instant  Molly  singled  her  out  and 

smilingly  beckoned  her  to  a  seat  beside  her.    Sheila 

shook  her  head. 

"Now  why  in  the  world  did  you  do  that?"  asked 
Mrs.  Ballantine. 

"Does  it  matter?" 

"Matter  1  Don't  you  see  that  they  know  everybody 
around  them  — those  Boston  people?  I  am  afraid 
you  are  being  influen-    1  by  Tom's  narrow  views." 

Her  inconsistency  .as  past  making  out.  Sheila 
banished  it  from  h(  -  weary  brain  and  watched  the 
long  procession  of  the  classes  wind  into  the  arena. 
They  were  in  most  part  a  gay-hued,  fantastic  company. 
One  of  the  groups  had  even  masked  itself  in  the  body 
of  a  green  dragon  with  gaping  jaws  and  scarlet  tail. 
The  seniors,  who  came  last  of  all,  looked  like  sober 
crows  amidst  parrots.  She  tried  to  lose  herself  in 
the  spectacle;  to  pin  her  attention  to  the  cheering, 
the  ivy  oration,  and  the  songs  of  the  glee  club;  to 
thrill  at  the  confetti  scrimmage  which  in  these  d^ 
generate  days  has  supplanted  the  ruder  battle  round 
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the  Tree.  She  said  to  herself  that  this  was  Class 
Day —  Tom's  Class  Day;  she  must  enjoy  it.  But 
instead  she  thought  of  Daddy  Joe  and  Roger  Ballan- 
tine  and  Stoughton  Lounsbury  and  aU  the  mad,  sad 
mess  of  thmgs  which  had  flowed  from  a  simple  "yes" 
spoken  before  an  official  grotesquely  caUed  a  jusUce 
of  the  peace. 

The  lowering  sky  sent  the  crowd  scurrying,  and  in 
the  general  flight  Sheila  thankfully  escaped  a  meeting 
howsoever  brief  with  Molly.    She  suspected  nothing 
of  course  —  her  greeting  showed  that  Stoughton  had 
kept  the  bitter  news  to  himself ;  but  to  talk  with  her 
agam  without  telling  her  the  truth  was  an  unthink- 
able hypocrisy,  and  Sheila  had  determined  to  say 
what  must  be  said  in  writing.    But  the  rain  which 
spared  her  an  added  pang  also  washed  the  bloom 
from  the  festival.    A  garden  party  driven  to  shelter 
IS  not  mspiriting.    The  guests  made  an  effort  to  be 
^y,  but  the  effort  was  more  apparent  than  the  gayety 
The  spreads  lost  their  enUcement,  the  dances  their 
sparkle.    The  outdoor   drizzle  diffused   an   indoor 
damp.    In  pairs,   trios,   half-dozens,   then   droves 
people  dashed  for  taxis,  limousines,  street  cars,  and 
the  maw  of  the  Boston  subway.    Tom's  Class  Dav 
jomed  the  historic  past. 

Wednesday,  that  useless  hiatus,  went  swiftly. 
Sheila  rose  late,  but  tardy  as  was  her  breakfast, 
lom  had  not  come.  Toward  noon  he  telephoned 
that  he  had  been  busy  with  his  preparations  for  leav- 
mg  Cambridge  and  asked  whether  she  would  care 
to  see  the  basebaU  game  with  Yale,  but  she  declined 
and  the  afternoon  was  nearly  spent  when  he  reached 
the  hotel.    Meanwhile  she  had  written  and  destroyed 
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note  after  note  to  MoUy.  One  was  too  long,  anothei 
bncf  to  curtness,  a  third  seemed  unduly  apologetic 
a  fourth  dripped  melancholy.  The  version  she  finally 
mailed  to  the  Touraine,  where  MoUy  had  mentioned 
Uiat  they  were  stopping,  satisfied  her  in  nothing, 
but  she  was  feverishly  anxious  to  be  done  with  it* 
Lame  as  it  was,  it  released  her  from  a  burden,  and 
sh.  nj'^t  Tom  with  a  smile  which  routed  the  last 
^-y.  of  restrahit.  They  dined  with  his  people, 
nd  all  four  went  to  a  musical  comedy  of  Roger's^ 
flection.  He  complained  of  brain  fag  after  Harvard ' 
i  'us  Boston. 

Back  at  the  hotel,  Tom  bade  her  a  sedate  goodi 
night  m  the  sitting  room  of  their  suite  and  then  sUppcd  ' 
round  to  her  outer  door. 

"Did  you  ring,  madam?"  he  asked  gravely,  when  i 
ane  answered  his  discreet  tap. 

"No,''  she  said,  "but  here  is  something  for  your  1 
trouble.      And  she  put  her  Ups  to  the  narrow  open-  \ 

"What  a  stingy  tip  I" 
"Don't  be  greedy." 

He  whipped  inside,  and  they  achieved  a  fair  com-  ^ 
promise. 

^   "I  couldn't  go  without  a  real  good  night,"  he  said.    \ 
I  had  to  know  this  way  -  heart  to  heart  -  that 

nothing  is  changed.    I  felt  like  a  dog  aU  yesterday    i 
and  to-day. 

au'thaf'''"  ^^  ^^^^^^'    "^^'""^  *^^   ^"^  ^"'y 

"So  we  shall.  And  everything  else  that's  made 
us  unhappy.  Do  you  love  me  as  much  as  you  did 
in  September?" 
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"More." 

"You've  found  out  my  faulti." 

"And  you  mine." 

"You  have  no  big  ones." 

"Nor  you." 

nrZ^w'^  *"  *"5f^  ^"^  '?y  '°'    ®"*'  ^^^^'^'^  I  have 

aS  thU  h7'K^°"  "  ""^  '*'"'  ^'"^  ^  ^»^^^^"^  «""»  with 

all  this  heUish  5 -aration  and  secrecy  at  an  end.    Do 
you  realize  that  this  is  our  last  parting  ?  » 

xes. 

"Are  you  glad?" 

"Glad  doesn'*  express  it,  Tom." 

"We'll  never  leave  each  other  again,"  he  declared 

^morlT  "  T"^^  -  ^'^^  '"^  *^^>'  ^-"  ^ot 
or  more  than  a  day,  along  you'll  go.    We'll  do  every- 

thmg  together  teU  each  other  everything,  grow  To 
know  each  other's  very  thoughts.  Isn't^It  you? 
Ideal  of  a  perfect  marriage  ?" 

She  nodded,  but  the  ideal  was  rather  appaUin^  in 
us  perfection,  and  she  c  nvisioned  a  droll  picture  Tf 
two  clairvo>ants  tenanting  a  glass  house.  Then 
Tom,  once  mcr.  a  sturdy  reaiist,  kisse.  her  an  im- 
passioned farewell,  and  she  became  .   .rely  a  girl 

Her  morning  mood  was  hardly  less  exalted.    The 

first  sound  she  heard  was  ti.e  trill  of  the  lelephone 

at  her  bedside  and  after  a  m  ment  of  drowsy  wond «! 

he  propped  herself  on     er  pillow  and  took  the  in: 

strument  from  its  stand. 

"Isthatyou,  Sheiiu?" 

;;Tom.f    What  is  it?    WTiat  has  happened?" 
bunnse,    he  said  jubilaiUy.    "  This  is  the  day  » 
You  — you  are  up?"  ' 
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''These  two  hours.    Don't  teU  me  that  you  aren't  I 

I  was  sound  asleep  when  you  caUed."        " 
^^  And  you're  half  asleep  now  ?  " 

happi.™^  °"'  ™'«  to  be  the  tot  to  wish  y„, 
*'  How  dear  of  you,  Tom  I " 
"You  are  happy,  aren't  you?" 

tele^honeT  ^'  '  "  '"'  '  ^''  ^^"  ^^  -er  the 
''Nothing  but  profanity  is  barred." 

Yes,    he  said,  "I  know.    We've  our  own  wireless 
system,  haven't  we?    I  can  even  see  youT 
Mercy!    I  hope  not." 

AnZas  for -"'  "'  ^''"^  "^"^  your  hair  in  a  braid, 
lisji""^'^^'"'-    I  ^-1-i^  all  Boston  were 

"Let  'em,''  he  said  recklessly.    "But  I  mustn't 
deayyou.    Is  everything  packed?"  ^ 

Almost  everything." 

goId^tX."""  *° ''' '■'^ '""^«^t-  Wen- 

"Good-by." 

"For  the  last  time." 

"For  the  last  time." 

^vl'  ^^^'^  ''""'"'^^  ^*  a  tremulous  happiness 
which  she  would  have  had  everybody  sharf  ^ 
would  have  forgiven  the  most  implacable  of  :: 
to  hoM  ^?  °"!  '"^  ^"""S^^^-  B"^  the  world  se. .  J 
Joyilhf^Vr^  ^-^^-^e  gave  back  her  ;'^ 
^oy  m  hf^  and  love.    Facing  the  inevitable,  even 
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Tom's  mother  became  her  kindlier  self.  Not  by  word 
or  look  did  she  mar  the  final  hours.  Her  son  was 
the  lodestar  of  her  eyes  and  thoughts,  but  so  he  was 
of  Sheila  s.  For  both  Commencement  had  its  being 
solely  to  do  him  honor.  The  pundits  in  red  hoods 
and  blue,  the  Sheriff  of  Middlesex  and  his  sword  the 
Governor  of  the  Commonwealth,  his  staff  and  his 
lancers,  all  the  august  figures  and  sonorous  ritual 
were  merely  satelUtes  and  scenic  pomp  for  Thomas 
Ballantme,  bachelor  of  arts. 

The  hero  himself  was  more  concerned  with  the  fact 
that  he  was  a  benedict.  He  joined  them  all  smiles, 
careless  of  his  parchment,  eager  to  shed  the  robes 
of  scholarship  from  his  shoulders  and  shake  the  dust 
of  Cambridge  from  his  feet. 

"Don't  you  wish  to  say  good-by  to  your  friends?" 
asked  his  mother. 

"Once  is  enough,"  he  repUed.  "I  rounded  them 
up  bnght  and  early.    Did  you  motor  out  ?  » 

"The  bridal  car  is  waiting  round  the  comer,"  said 
Rqger    "We'll  ride  in  town  with  you  if  you  don't 

"We'U  let  you,"  laughed  Tom.  "Just  stop  near 
my  rooms  a  minute  while  I  pick  up  a  bag." 

He  Imked  arms  gayly  with  Sheila  and,  tummg 
faced  the  assembled  Lounsburys.  The  two  families 
met,  bowed  and  passed  all  in  an  instant,  but  the  time 
was  not  too  short  for  Sheila  to  seek  Molly's  eyes  and 
tad  them  averted.  She  was  gravely  intent  on  some 
object  m  the  ehn-arched  street. 

Tom  was  still  far  from  adept  at  mind-reading. 

Lounsbury  didn't  seem  unfriendly,"  he  commented 
m  a  low  voice.    "I  presume  he  sees  that  there's 
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^^""^^^^  ^  ^^  o^  OUT  ^de.    Probably  MoIK 

^•'Yes."    She    contrived    to    smfle.    "It    seemed 

Why  teU  him  now  that  she  had  both  written  and 
had  her  answer?    Or  why  tell  herself?    She  must 

l^'he'Sg^^f^ctT  ""^"^'  ^^  '-  "^^  -^  ^^^ 
f.r'^l  T^  f^S  ^"°"S^  ^  a"  truth.    It  had 

engagement  rmg  three  quarters  of  a  year  after  h^r 
wed^g  as  did  she,  when  Tom  came  b^l  fro^ 
^s  dormitory.    Her  left  hand  went  ^ved  t^ 
Boston.    And  who  could  ask  a  marriage  feaTL  ^ 
sumptuous  than  Roger  Ballantine  hadl^  "d?"? 
had    thought  of   everything -decoraUons,   orange 
blossoms  a  cake  of  monumental  splendor.    And  !uch 
a  gift!    Beneath  her  napkin  was  a  leather  c^  L 
m  die  case  lay  coiled  the  fulfiUment  of  eve^Cl 
loving  woman's  dream.  ^  ^      ^' 

"Pearls!"  she  exclaimed.    "Forme"'    T^r^  l,;^ 

whSleTnH  t""  ?  5"  P^^'°°  '"»  hours  later 

and    entenng  the  waituig  launch,  sped  do»x  the 

b^^H  T':;''  ""*  ^^^  y^^'-    Pearls  mSt  be 

toy  that  they  were  m  keeping  for  Sheila  Ballantine' 
They  were  part  and  parcel  of  her  new  tingdor  a 
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ceremonial  detail  like  the  salute  of  the  captain  who 
stood  at  the  head  of  the  ladder  of  that  rich  man's 
toy,  the  Pastime. 

They  raced  back  on  deck  like  children  at  the  first 
stroke  of  the  propeller,  and  Tom  tucked  her  into  a 
rug  and  sat  at  her  feet  as  they  glided  past  the  islands 
and  headed  up  the  bay.  They  agreed  that  the  view 
was  superb  and  dismissed  it.  The  nearer  scene  was 
too  absorbmg.  Tom  eyed  the  marvel  that  was  his 
as  If  only  now  he  realized  her  unique  and  dazzling 
lovehness.  Nothmg  about  her  was  too  trivial  for 
study.  She  invested  the  least  of  her  belongings  with 
interest  and  when  her  purse,  which  from  prudent 
habit  she  had  brought  to  the  deck,  sUpped  from  her 
lap  and  opened,  its  feminine  trinkets  straightway 
attracted  his  lover's  gaze, 

"Do  you  mind  if  I '    k  ? "  he  asked. 

b^??^'^  '"'^^"  '^^  ^^''^^^'  "^^""'^  ^''''  "y  ^'*^- 

He  turned  oyer  its  contents  -  a  vanity  box,  money, 
a  handkerchief ,  a  cobweb  of  a  veil  — and  then   ex- 
ploring an  inner  pocket  drew  forth  a  ragged  chpping. 
Eh!     he  said.    "Pam,  Lew:  Poll's,  ScraSon  ' 
What  the  deuce  is  this,  Sheila?" 

..•n^.^'.f  T"^  f  i^  ^  ^'"^^y-  ^°  "^"^^  ^ad  happened 
smce  the  lonely  hour  which  had  moved  her  to  treasure 
that  scrap  of  paper  I 

"Had  you  forgotten  it?" 

"Yes,"  she  said. 

"But  why  did  you  keep  it  at  all?    What  are  Lew 
Pam's  domgs  to  you?" 

belati'lV'^-^''"  ''°''''  understand -I  kept  it 
Decause  I  know  as  you  cannot  how  good  he  is  — " 
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Tom  smiled. 

"I  know  how  good  you  are,"  he  said.    "But  I 
don't  want  any  one  but  myself  in  your  thoughts 

He  tossed  the  clipping  over  the  rail. 


CHAPTER  TWENTY-TWO 

Every   nightfaU   saw   them   anchored   in    some 
picturesque  haven,  every  day  found  them  rambling 
ashore  or  sailing  tranquil  summer  seas.    In  this  wise 
they  Idled  up  the  coast  to  Bar  Harbor,  visiting  Marble- 
head,  Gloucester,  Portsmouth,  and  Portland  on  the 
way,  and  then,  doubling  back,  touched  at  Salem 
because  they  had  forgotten  it  on  the  northward 
cruise,  and  made  straight  for  the  gray  shaft  towering 
above  the  utmost  sand  dunes  of  Cape  Cod.    From 
Provmcetown  they  tracked  the  Mayflower  to  Plym- 
outh and,  scorning  the  new  canal  as  too  prosaic 
put  into  Provincetown  for  a  second  night,  rounded 
the  cape  at  sunrise  and,  with  a  placid  ocean  before 
them,  adventured   to  Nantucket.    An  island   stiU 
so  quamt  as  to  ban  the  automobile  was  not     .be 
covered  m  a  day,  so  they  gave  it  two.    But  Ma    ha's 
Vineyard  suffered  by  contrast  and,  paying  it  merely 
a  caU,  ttiey  explored  Buzzards  Bay  at  leisure  and 
toally,  of  a  blue  and  gold  morning,  forsook  the  Massa- 
chusetts shore  and  entered  Newport. 

SheUa  would  have  been  content  with  the  harbor 
view,  for  to  her  Newport  speUed  Lounsbury,  but  when 
lorn  proposed  a  closer  survey  of  the  seats  of  the 
mighty  she  did  not  demur.    The  town  was  larger 
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than  she  had  thought,  and  the  chance  of  meeting 
any  one  ahe  knew  seemed  sUght.  ^ 

"I  su^se  we  can  see  all  that's  worth  seeing  in  an 
hour  or  two,"  she  suggested. 

.il^'^'^.^^If  ^"^  ^'  ""^  P^^^'"  ^d  Tom,  and 
Mgmficantly  added:  "There  is  no  reason  why  we 
should  hurry  through."  ^ 

They  landed  near  the  Jamestown  ferry  and,  en- 
^png  the  first  vehicle  for  hire,  by  th7fortune  of 
travel  drew  upon  their  heads  a  torrent  of  local  history 
and  badcstau-s  gossip.    Their  driver  spared  them 
nothmg  from  Lover's  Lane  to  Purgatory  and  lavished 
cymcal  comment  on  objects  as  diverse  as  the  Old 
Stone  MiU  and  Bailey's  Beach.    But  the  strange^ 
n;  r^.^  v.?","*^  the  money  kings  were  the  theme 
hetrulydehghtedtoembroider.    Modem  or  mediceval 
b^utiful  or  grotesque,  he  tagged  each  with  its  price 
mark  and  most  with  a  scandal  which  he  expurgated 
mth  reluctance.    "Such  doings!    K  it  weren't  for 
the  young  lady's  presence  — !" 
What  a  ghoul  he  was,  this  man!    Sheila  wished 

though  this  pleasure  city  set  upon  a  rock,  knowing 

,>  STk^      ut  ''°'^'  'P"^°"'  «'  ''^^'  ^''^  to  people 
It  with  such  beings  as  should  dwell  in  such  a  garden. 

She  caught  Tom's  glance,  and  it  reflected  her  o^^•n 
disenchantment  In  another  moment  he  had  stopped 
the  sordid  chronicle,  paid  the  fellow  of!,  and  was  racing 
her  down  a  street  of  heavy  shadows  toward  a  vista 
01  clean  water  and  pure  sky. 

the  Chff  Walk.    "Phew!    A  salt  breeze  never  felt 
so  good." 
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Sheila  linked  her  fingers  in  his. 

"I'm  glad  I  belong  to  you,"  she  said.    "You're 
so  wholesome. ' 

They  stood  looking  seaward. 

''Of  course  they  aren't  all  unspeakable,"  said  Tom. 

Everybody  knows  how  easy  it  is  for  a  few  to  give  a 
bad  name  to  a  class."  ^ 

"  Yes,"  she  assented.    '« Take  Pittsburg ! " 

"I  noticed  he  didn't  besmirch  the  Lounsbuiys  — 
never  even  pointed  out  their  house." 

;;Molly  told  me  that  it  isn't  one  of  the  show  places." 
A  lucky  thmg  it  isn't,  if  they  care  for  their  reputa- 
tion!   But  this  IS  their  world,  aU  the  same,  and  they 
must  hke  It,  or  they'd  get  out.     They  aren't  prii 
oners."  ^ 

Sheila  thought  of  certain  confidences 

"I  wonder?"  she  said. 

Tlicy  sauntered  from  Oclire  Point  to  the  Forty 
Steps,  followed  the  lure  of  arching  foliage  for  a  time 
came  out  on  Bellevue  Avenue  near  the  Casino  and' 
striliing  downhill  past  the  huddled  graves  and  bleak 
dignity  of  Trmity,  crossed  Thames  Street  and  regained 
the  region  of  the  docks.  Their  way  now  led  by  a 
dozenormoremotorsawaitingtheferry.  Themajoritv 
were  touring  cars,  stained  with  travel,  but  midway 
m  the  double  file  glittered  a  limousine  as  patently 
resh  from  its  garage  as  was  its  damty  occupant  from 

tJ     A  ^i  m''  f  ^,^-    "^^"^  ^^  ^'^  t^ed  her 
Jead  and  Sheila,  looking  into  the  eyes  of  Molly 

Lounsbury,  saw  them  for  the  same  frank,  fond  eyes 
She  had  grown  to  love. 

"You,  Sheila!"    She  flung  open  the  door.    "Did 
you  drop  from  the  sky?" 
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Sheila's  heart  leaped  at  her  tone, 
inay^t"^*^"*^^*^'^"'***'*"^*-    "became 

They  Idssed  with  their  old  aflFection,  and  Molly 
held  out  her  hand  to  Tom.  ^ 

thl'SiT^M'^r'"  "**  '^^'    "You've  married 
the  girl  I  would  have  married  had  I  been  a  man  " 

He  murmured  his  thanks  with  mounting  color  and 

disgusted  at  his  blushes,  blushed  the  more.    My 

considerately  shifted  her  gaze  to  Sheila  ^d  S 

a  question  or  two  about  their  cruise. 

"Have  you  picked  up  your  maU  anywhere?"  she 
went  on.  ^  "*^ 

''No,"  said  Sheila. 

fn'l^^xT®^  """^  y°"  ^""^'^  «*d  the  letter  I  sent 
to  your  New  York  address." 

"You  wrote  me?" 

cJn^c^lL';"^^^^  ^°"'  "°^^  -  ^^  ^^  ^*- 
•'The  night  ^ter?  I  mailed  it  the  day  before." 
bo  I  saw.  But  father  dropped  it  in  his  pocket 
and  forgot  it."  She  regarded  hVclosely.'Sy 
yju  didn't  thmk  ^at  I  knew  and  let  you  leave  Boston 
^^X^'^^'  '    Don't  you  know  me  better 

"I  ought  to  have  known  you  better.    Forgive  me." 

The  feny  sidled  mto  its  slip,  the  chauffeurs  of  the 

adjoimng  cars  started  their  engines  and  prepared 

*y°j^^^y  ^^'^  a  favored  pos- -on.    MoUy  caught  at 

"HowcanIgonow!"sheexclamied.  "But  why 
cant  you  come  with  me?  I  must  keep  an  engagement 
at  Narragansett  Pier,  but  it  won't  take  me  long,  and 
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Do  come- 


Ill  bring  you  back  before  evening, 
both  of  you  I" 

Tom  answered  for  both. 

"It's  vcjy  kind  of  you,"  he  said  with  no  "great 
fervor.    "But  we're  pulling  out  at  once." 

TTie  girls  exchanged  a  look  which  deplored  the 
subjecuon  of  women  and  pledged  their  friendship 
anew.  ^ 

'' You'U  keep  a  comer  in  your  heart  for  me,  Sheila  ?  " 
Always.    Whether  we  see  each  other  or  not." 
Of  course  we'U  see  each  other,"  said  MoUy,  at 
her  car  moved  on.    "And  soon ! " 

They  walked  in  silence  to  the  launch  and  in  silence 
rode  through  the  anchored  fleet  of  pleasure  craft 
to  the  Pashme.  Tom  ignored  the  retreating  ferry 
and  presently,  when  they  quitted  the  harbor,  he 
ipored  Newport  too.  He  seemed  to  wish  to  drop 
It  over  the  rail  as  he  had  dropped  the  distastefiU 
souvenir  of  Lew  Pam. 

With  the  wisdom  of  a  wife  longer  schooled  in  mat- 
rimony, Sheila  forbore  to  disturb  his  meditations 
and,  soothed  by  luncheon,  he  brightened. 

"Did  I  seem  curt  when  I  refused  that  invitation?" 
ne  asked. 

''You  certainly  showed  that  you  didn't  care  to  go." 
^^  Would  you  have  gone,  Sheila  ?  " 
"I  think  so.    She  so  clearly  wished  to  be  nice  to 
me  —  and  to  you,  Tom." 

"She  was  civil  to  me  on  your  account.  I  saw  noth- 
ing to  gush  over." 

''Did  I  gush?" 

.J'ITu^^^I,^^''  *°  ^°^«'*^^  y<*"-    What  was  under- 
neath that  talk  about  letters?" 
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It^S^f^^***  ^  ^^^''  "I  ««Jd«'t  speak  , 

"No?1«f°*'    ?  ^"^d  ^ve  .polled  ow  "ay 

Not  for  me.    I  want  to  hear  everything  at  a 

^«i.    You  should  have  brought  thfa  up  b^  or 

Perhaps  she  did  ait  you  and  repented  of  it '? 
„ 5.U  *  "^^^P*"^^®  of  such  deceit." 

her  drcTe.'^"'^'^''  ^''  "*  '>^^  °^^'  '^'^  »  trifle  i 

ToiTL    Don  t  you  want  me  to  care  for  her  ?  " 
Not  so  deeply  that  you'll  miss  her." 
Yet  that  first  night  in  Boston  you  told  me  vnn 

Didn't  you  mean  what  you  said  ?" 

Yw.  But  I  did  not  give  it  much  thought  It's 
her  set -not  Molly -that  I  can't  stoS  I'd 
raAer  keep  dear  of  the  whole  pack  "  ^ 

Tors  r^uie^  t.r:i^::t^''^y 

MoUv's  brother     tT  \    stnkmg  hkeness  to 

^ouy  s  Drother.    It  was  a  sobering  thought   and  it 

—  but  I  can't  leU  you  what  I  feel  " 
J!!f'j'*^,"'*y  '°"°*«'  "■»  «™'  narrowing  Sound 
was  Bridgeport,  and,  a  few  miles  farther,  rounded 
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a  Httle  island  into  a  Httle  bay  and  dropped  anchor. 
Beyond  a  sea  wall  and  a  stretch  of  turf  shaded  by 
elms  she  saw  a  low  white  dwelling  with  a  pillared 
portico  and  rambling  wings. 

"That's  our  shack,"  said  Tom.    "Doesn't  look 
much  like  Newport,  eh?" 

"It  looks  like  a  home." 

"TeU  that  to  father,"  he  laughed.    "He  says  it's 
the  only  real  one  we've  ever  owned." 

She  better  understood  this  feeling  when  she  passed 
indoors.  The  house  did  not  dwarf  one  like  the  place 
in  Sixty-fourth  Street,  and  it  was  nowhere  flam- 
boyant in  its  luxury.  Tapestries  and  period  rooms 
there  were  none.  The  chintz-covered  chairs  were 
meant  for  use,  and  nothing  was  too  choice  or  costly 
to  brook  the  free  passage  of  light  and  air.  Every- 
thing bespoke  a  blessed  respite  from  the  yoke  of 
formality  and  fad,  and  Mrs.  Ballantine,  chameleon 
that  she  was,  reflected  her  simpler  background. 
She  could  not  have  been  more  unaffectedly  kind. 
She  seemed  as  sincere  in  her  welcome  as  Roger  him- 
self. 

Tom  led  his  wife  to  the  rooms  they  were  to  share  — 
bnght,  chintz-hung  rooms  like  those  below  — and 
bade  her  look  from  a  window ;  and  she  saw  a  tangle 
of  cUmbing  roses,  a  garden  of  foxglove  and  larkspur 
greensward  sloping  to  the  Uttle  bay  and,  beyond 
the  bay  with  its  white  yacht,  the  Sound  and  a  group 
of  lazy  saUs  etched  against  the  violet  shore  of  Long 
Island.  Then  her  glance  swept  inland  and  rested 
on  the  yacht  which  had  borne  her  to  this  haven. 

''I've  another  name  for  the  Pastime,"  she  said. 

Have  you,  dear?" 
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**Yet  — a  name  for  us  alone.  It's  Bappinef 
Whatever  comes,  I  shaU  have  those  days  to  n 
member." 

"Whatever  comes?"  He  Ulted  her  chin  an 
questioned  her  eyes.  "You  speak  as  if  you  wei 
afraid  you'd  left  happiness  out  there  on  the  boai 
We're  not  going  to  drop  into  the  jogtrot  ways  c 
other  married  people.  It  wiU  always  be  honeymooi 
with  us." 

"Hit  only  might  I" 

"It  will.    I'll  never  love  you  less  than  now. 
•hall  love  you  more  and  more.    It's  so  already.    Ever} 
day  you  mean  more  to  me  than  the  day  before." 

I' And  will  you  tell  me  so  sometimes?    I  adore  it.' 

"All  the  time,"  he  promised  recklessly. 

"Are  you  sure  you  care  more  every  day?" 

" Positive.    I've  noticed  it  right  along." 

"It  hasn't  been  so  long." 

"  Since  our  real  marriage,  no ;  but  in  less  than  three 
months  we'll  be  celebrating  our  first  anniversary.' 

"Why,  so  we  shaU  I"  she  cried,  her  eyes  lighting. 
"How  strange  it  seems  I" 

They  pondered  its  strangeness,  and  he  declared 
that  to  celebrate  properly  they  must  borrow  the 
Pastime  for  another  cruise.  But  meanwhile  the 
yacht  should  not  Ue  idle  at  her  moorings.  He 
sketched  trips  round  the  Sound.  The  future  beck- 
oned in  an  endless  holiday. 

She  lay  in  his  arms  and  seemed  to  listen,  but  her 
thoughts  strayed  apart  from  his.  Home  at  last, 
her  heart  went  seeking  him  who  was  homeless.  Para- 
dise Itself  would  fall  short  of  perfection  without  Daddy 
Joe-    She  had  been  unable  to  send  him  even  a  lific 
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since  leaving  Boston.  Tom  had  been  more  constant 
than  her  shadow.  But  now  she  would  make  amends. 
And  she  would  plan  a  way  to  hear  from  him  in  return, 
to  see  him  whenever  he  came  near. 

Tom  called  her  back  with  a  kiss. 

"Day-dreaming  again!  I've  asked  you  twice  if 
you'd  like  to  learn  to  drive  my  roadster?" 

Left  to  herself,  she  noticed  that  her  wedding  chest, 
which  she  had  had  shipped  here  from  the  school, 
had  been  unboxed  and  placed  in  her  bedroom.  The 
first  sight  of  it  saddened  her,  but  presently  the  latter- 
day  name,  whirh  her  motlicr  would  doubtless  have 
thought  unmaidcnly,  sprang  to  mind  and  she  smiled. 
It  should  be  the  h<  i)e  chest  henceforward. 

On  the  morrow,  which  was  Sunday,  Roger  Bal- 
lantine  followed  her  to  the  lawn  and  walked  with 
her  under  the  elms.  Tom  was  strumming  a  piano 
indoors  and  snatches  of  college  songs  of  the  gayer 
sort  drifted  out  to  them.  One  chorus  was  a  markt  .1 
favorite  with  the  performer,  and  when  he  retu  r.'d 
to  it  for  the  third  time  his  father  gave  it  ,.  ;  . 
hearing. 

"And  what  does  our  'jolly  good  fellow'  prc|>v-se 
to  do?"  he  queried  abruptly.  "What's  his  aim  in 
life?    Do  you  know,  Sheila?" 

"No,"  she  repUed. 

"Hasn't  he  talked  it  over  with  you  at  all?" 

''He  mentioned  it  one  night  at  Bar  Harbor." 

"Merely  in  a  general  way?" 

"Yes.  He  said  he  must  think  seriously  about  it 
this  summer." 

"This  summer  I  Hasn't  he  done  any  serious  think- 
ing these  four  years  past?" 
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^ould  he  have  graduated  from  Harvard  if  1 
Roger  glanced  down  at  her  with  a  half  snule. 
and  between  us  we're  going  to  make  that  boy  , 
"You  can't  say  that  he  isn't  manly." 

thl^lr""  "^^  "^^  ^.**  '"^  *  '^P^y  ^  "o'  besid, 
WH^  t^l"'.  ^?  ""  '^''^  y°"'  ^eart  fool  youi 
head,  which  is  only  a  shade  above  letting  your  head 
fool  your  heart.  Don't  do  either.  Make  them  co- 
partners. It  8  quite  possible  even  for  a  bride.  Now 
It  must  be  clear  to  you  by  this  time  that  I  think  you 

from  tl."l  .  rit  {W^""'    ^  ^°"«^^  «o  ^o^t 
from  the  first  talk  I  had  with  you.    Don't  slump 

mto  an  ordmary  girl  and  disappoint  me." 

What  IS  it  you  expect  of  me?"  she  asked. 

I  Jr  .'^P-  u^r'  ""^  *"'  ^^'^'t  pity  Tom  when 
I  set  him  to  work." 

"I  won't,"  she  agreed. 

';in  the  second  place,  take  an  interest  in  the  work 
I  give  him  to  do.  If  he  wants  to  talk  about  it  when 
He  comes  home  at  night,  let  him." 

eke?'''°°'*  "^^  ^  promise  that,"  she  said.    "What 

"I  think  I've  mapped  out  enough  to  fill  your  sum- 
mer  evemngs  and  week-ends.  The  factory  is  goin. 
to  be  some  change  from  Harvard,  and  the  growing 
pams  may  be  severe."  He  bit  the  end  from  a  cigar 
and  reflected.  "Of  course,"  he  added,  "I  don't 
expect  Tom  to  support  a  wife  on  what  he'll  earn- 

^hJ!  *!,    f  •    ^°"''  ^"*^''*""'^  ^^"  ««  ««  as  before, 
Sheila,  and  if  at  any  time  it  isn't  enough  for  you^ 
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pcraonal  needs,  speak  up.  My  home  wiU  be  yours 
M  long  as  it  suits  you  two  to  live  in  it,  and  I  trust 
that  wiU  be  as  long  as  I  Uve.  I  believe  that's 
about  aU  I  meant  to  say.  You  might  send  Tom 
to  me  when  he  gets  those  ditties  thoroughly  out  of 
his  system." 

Her  tactful  ministrations  began  that  evening,  and 
m  the  mommg  the  7 :  43  acquired  a  new  commuter. 


CHAPTER  TWENTY-THREE 

But  Tom,  though  amply  encouraged,  said  Kttle 
of  the  tasks  set  him  and  nothing  whatever  of  his 
salary.    He  reached  the  Sasquatuck  station  daily 
on   the   5:19   and,   redolent  of  melted   chocolate 
jumped  mto  the  waiting  car  and  whirled  away  to 
a  near-by  beach  where  the  bathing  was  better  than 
off  their  own  shore.    A  plunge  with  her  in  the  Sound 
gave  a  fillip  to  his  spirits  and  his  appetite,  but  he 
grew  drowsy  soon  after  dinner,  as  commuters  will 
and  retired  early  so  that  he  might  feel  less  like  a 
somnambulist  on  his  dash  for  the  7  :  43, 

On  his  first  half-hoUday  he  initiated  her  into  the 
mysteries  of  the  roadster  and  Sunday  watched  over 
her  timid   experiments  with   Connecticut's  cufacs 
Midway  m  the  week  she  quite  lost  her  awe  of  the 
machme  and  boldly  met  his  train.    It  gave  her  a 
thnlhng  sense  of  power  and  freedom.    She  exulted 
m  secret,  however.    Tom  looked  as  if  he  thought 
her  almost  too  apt  a  pupil  and,  himself  takwg  tlie 
wheel,  questioned  her  as  to  her  ramblings  with  the 
car  and  was  rather  put  cut  when  she  could  not  re- 
trace them  in  detail. 

"But  how  can  I  remember  with  all  these  levers  and 
buttons  on  my  mind ? "  she  laughed.  "Must  I  keep 
a  log  hke  the  yacht's?" 
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The  suggestion  did  not  strike  him  as  humoroiffl. 

"I  like  to  hear  everything  you  do,"  he  said.  "I 
want  to  keep  in  touch  with  your  days  even  if  I  can't 
share  them." 

TolT^^  ^"""^'^  ^°"  ^^"  ™^  "'°'''^  ^^'^^  ^°'*'  ""^  "^^y^' 
"Mine  f    They're  aU  alike  between  7 :  43  and  5 :  19. 
Let  s  forget  the  factory.    Have  any  of  the  neighbors 
called? 

By  neighbors  he  meant  the  handful  of  rich  summer 
colonists  who  owned  the  lion's  share  of  the  desirable 
water  front.    From  the  shore  point  of  view    the 
village  a  mUe  or  more  up  the  HtUe  tidal  river  was 
chiefly  inhabited  by  "natives"  whose  funcUon  was 
to  assess  taxes  and  charge  high  prices  for  indiflferent 
supphes.    Aside  from  Roger,  who  sometimes  amused 
himself  by  witnessing  that  favorite  indoor  sport  of 
New  England,  the  town  meeting,  none  of  the  house- 
hold troubled  with  Sasquatuck's  microscopic  aflfairs 
Mrs.  Ballantine  felt  that  she  did  her  whole  duty  to 
the  community  by  belonging  to  the  golf  club  and 
sending  an  annual  dole   to   the  village  fa»     She 
graced  neither  with  her  presence. 

To  Sheila,  airing  the  roadster,  the  place  looked 
rather  mteresting.  There  was  a  {Hcthora  of  saloons 
and  graveyards,  and  she  would  have  had  a  benevolent 
despot  apply  a  torch  to  certain  shabby  buildings 
along  the  docks  and  dynamite  the  new  town  hall  • 
but  she  liked  the  trees,  f'le  gardens,  the  lawns,  the' 
Older  cottages,  and  a  white  meeting-house  on  a  hill 
and  gave  her  full  approval  to  a  tean^  of  oxen  and  the 
valley  view.  At  a  garage  where  she  halted  for 
gasolene  a  youth  told  her  that  several  painters  lived 
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roundabout  and  thoughtfully  explained  that  the 
were  not  the  kind  who  did  houses  and  signs  Th 
seemed  to  justify  her  good  opinion  of  Sasquatud 
If  artists  chose  to  Uve  here,  it  must  have  beauUe 
unperceived  by  the  shore  dweUers. 

She  had  not  time  to  form  an  opinion  of  any  of  thei 

neighbors,  however,  before,  without  warning,  Ethe 

Hoyt  ajnved  from  CaUfomia  and  charged  the  whol, 

atmosphere  with  her  nervous  unrest.    She  appearec 

to  crave  «citement  and  threw  herself  despeVatelv 

into  one  after  another  of  the  mUd  diversions  of  the 

countryside.    Out  of  Roger's  hearing  she  denounced 

Sasquatuck  as  a  dull  hole,  and  Mrs.  BaUantine 

swayed  as  always  by  her  views,  agreed  that  it  was  a 

duU  hole  ajid  sighed  for  an  estate  in  the  Berkshires 

or  Long  Island.    To  SheUa  she  was  honey-mouthed, 

but  did  not  seek  her  society  and  as  a  rule  avoided 

talkmg  with   her  alone.    It  was  when   Tom  was 

present  that  she  became  her  friendliest,  and  both 

ne  and  Sheila  were  often  conscious  of  her  watchful 
eye.  ••>.v*"ui 

jy^^'L  ^u^?  ?   ""y  °^'^^^'"   ^«   complained 
one  night  shortly  after  her  coming.    "I  wish  she'd 

"Has  she  always  a  game?" 

"Oh,  I  don't  mean  that  in  a  sinister  sense,"  he 
disclaimed  "Ethel  is  all  right  in  her  way.  But 
I  hate  to  feel  th^t  she  has  her  eyes  glued  on  us  every 
tune  we  re  together.    I  wish  she'd  get  married." 

Perhaps  she  will  when  she  decide.^  that  your 
marriage  is  a  success." 

Tom  colored  brightly. 
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"Do  forget  that  delusion  of  mother's  that  I  was 
sweet  on  Ethel,"  he  said.    "It's  all  moonshine." 
I  m  not  so  silly  as  to  care  if  you  were  " 

"I'd  care  if  you  had  been  in  love  before  you  met 
me.    I  d  want  to  shoot  the  pup." 

Sheila  smiled. 

"He  wouldn't  have  been  a  pup,"  she  returned. 
Jjut  don  t  worry.    I  never  was." 
"Nor  was  I  —  seriously,  that  is." 
^'^Not  even  when  you  called  Ethel  your  Gypsy 

"Wh  — what?" 

"She  was  ynd  enough  to  show  me  that  inscribed 
photograph  last  winter." 

"The  cat!    What  did  you  do?" 

"I  admired  it." 

"Bully  for  you !  The  nerve  of  her  to  throw  such 
a  bluff !  It  was  only  a  bit  of  nonsense  after  a  cos- 
tume  dance  when  I  was  Don  Jos6  to  her  Carmen. 

IZk^^^  ^""""t^  °^  '^  '''''''    A*  f«'  '"waning 
anything  by  it  -  Holy  Mackerel !    I'd  as  soon  think 

of  falling  m  love  with  the  goody  who  looked  after 
my  college  rooms." 

Sheila  laughed  outright.  She  had  seen  the  goody 
Tom  laughed  also,  but  with  less  abandonment  and 
pre^ntly  told  her  that  she  needed  a  change  from 
i-thel  and  Sasquatuck. 

mZrt^'l  T^  .^■r.r"'^^'"  he  suggested,  "meet  me 
m  tou-n  and  we'll  dme  together  and  go  to  the  Follies  " 

one  became  suddenly  radiant. 

"Cool  or  not,  I'll  come,"  she  said. 

she  w J'.ri.^^  ^  u"""^^"'  fun-maker  than  the  Follies 
sue  %as  thmkmg  the  next  afternoon  when  she  reached 
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the  tenninal,  and  her  first  act  was  to  hurry  to  a  news 
stand.  This  time  the  theatrical  papers  were  silen 
as  to  her  father's  whereabouts,  and  she  stood  ii 
sharp  disappointment,  wondering  what  it  meant 
He  played  m  summer  if  engagements  were  to  be  had 
Was  he  resting  in  spite  of  himself?    Worried?    In 

^u^J  ^*  ^*^  *^™®*  °°'  '°  ^^^  *e  truth.  Then 
she  bethought  her  of  his  agency  and  flew  to  the  tele- 
phone booths. 

It  was  a  simple  matter  to  get  the  ear  of  the  agency 
but  quite  another  to  extract  news  of  Lew  Pam  A 
languid  feminine  voice  instructed  her  that  it  was 
contoaiy  to  office  rules  to  furnish  addresses:  a  letter 
would  be  forwarded. 

"jBut  I  am  his  daughter,"  Sheila  explained. 

There  was  a  skeptical  pause. 

"Maybe,"  drawled  the  voice.    "But  rules  are  rules 
Send  along  your  letter.    He'll  get  it  aU  right." 

«J1^*.  ™^  ^^^  '**  ^^  management,"  said  Sheila. 
This  IS  important." 

"Hold  the  wire." 

She  held  it  till  she  grew  faint  in  the  ovenlike  booth. 
men  the  weary  voice  announced,  "Mr.  Gumpel 
says  we  can't  make  an  exception,"  and  broke  the 
connection. 

Sheila  felt  as  if  the  last  thread  binding  her  to  her 
father  had  snapped.  She  let  herself  out  of  the  stifling 
box,  paid  the  charge  at  the  desk,  walked  slowly  across 
the  great  central  hall,  and  dragged  up  an  incline  to 
the  street  Then  her  brain  shook  oflF  its  toipor,  and 
she  boarded  a  crosstown  car.  She  had  resolved  to 
appeal  to  the  inflexible  Gumpel  in  person. 

The  agency  waiting  room  was  peopled  with  a 
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handful  of  actors  out  of  work,  a  prematurely  aged 

office  boy,   and  the  autocrat  of  the  switchboard. 

Sheila  went  straight  to  the  operator. 
"I  am  Mr.  Pam's  daughter,  as  I  told  you,"  she 

said,  "and  I  wish  to  see  Mr.  Gumpel  himself." 
The  telephone  girl  was  visibly  impressed  by  her 

beauty,  clothes,  and  persistence. 

"We  have  to  stall  off  a  bunch  of  four-flushers, 
believe  me,"  she  confided  apologetically.  "Sit  down 
a  minute,  and  I'B  go  myself  and  explain." 

One  of  the  younger  and  more  fashionable  maks 
offered  his  chaff  with  a  flourish,  and  the  other  men, 
old  and  youi^,  adjusted  their  neckties  and  gazed 
their  admiration.  The  women,  scenting  business 
rivalry,  sat  coldly  critical.  She  thought  them  all 
pathetic.  Then  the  operator  beckoned  from  the 
inner  door  and,  under  a  fire  of  hostile  glances  from 
both  sexes.  Sheila  took  precedence  over  all  and 
passed  to  the  throne  room  of  authority. 

He  was  ncrt  of  royal  look  or  bearing.  Grossly  fat, 
he  lolled  back  in  a  swivel  chair  and  inventoried  her 
from  head  to  heel  over  an  obese  cigar  which  he  did 
not  once  remove  from  his  mouth. 

"So  you're  Lew  Pam's  girl?"  he  said,  waving  her 
to  a  seat. 

"I  am  his  daughter." 

''How's  it  come  you  don't  know  his  address?" 
"He  has  not  written  lately,"  she  replied  and,  with 
sudden  inspiration,  added:    "I  haven't  had  a  word 
of  any  sort  since  he  played  in  Providence  the  last 
week  in  June." 

Mr.  Gumpel  slanted  his  cigar  heavenward  and 
rraected. 
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I7"!t^  °*^*'  ®P*"**^  ^**  **«*<*  alxwt  you,"  h 
Baid.  For  aU  I  know,  you  may  be  a  new  kind  0 
process  server  or  bUl  collector  " 

"Do  I  look  it?" 

.1, "^  '*°"^*''  by  looks,"  he  retorted.    "I  have  to  b( 
shown.    What's  Lew's  real  moniker  ?  " 
"His  what?" 

"His  real  name?    Don't  you  understand  English?" 
"Joseph  Moore,"  she  said. 

Mr  Gumpel's  cigar  impeded,  but  did  not  thwart  a 
inendly  smile. 

"I  guess  it's  O.K.,"  he  decided.  "Lew  doesn't 
chuck  that  information  round  promiscuous.  Glad 
to  meet  you.  Miss  Moore."  He  extended  a  puffy 
caricature  of  a  hand.  "Tell  your  father  for  me  thai 
he  s  making  the  mistake  of  his  life  in  not  slipping 

w!l  ""^j"?,  ^'.  ^*^^"*^'-    Y°"'^«   »  pippin  for 

")S:t  hf?^.''  ^^  ^''  '^^'^^  ^  ^-^• 

^^•Up  among  the  nutmegs  -  Bridgeport,  Connecti- 

"  Bridgeport!" 

"Yes."  The  fat  man  pencilled  the  full  address 
on  a  card  He  was  feeling  all  in  when  he  filled 
his  date  there  and  laid  off  for  a  rest." 

Sheila  leaped  to  her  feet. 

"Do  you  mean  he's  sick  —  really  sick?" 

Mr.  Gumpel  lumbered  erect,  laid  the  card  in  her 
pahri,  and  with  his  cushiony  right  hand  pressed  hers 
tenderly  mto  his  cushiony  left. 

"Just  a  touch  of  summer  grip,  I  guess.    I  wouldn't 
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worry,  girlie."  He  iwherxKi  her  affecUonately  to  the 
pubhc  corndor  by  a  private  door.  "Ring'^me  up 
when  you  re  in  town  again,  and  we'U  have  a  bite  of 
hind,  together.  If  you  don't  fancy  vaudeville.  U'd 
be  a  cmch  to  work  you  into  the  moviea.  You've 
got  Mary  Pickford  beaten  a  mile." 
Again  in  the  street,  she  caught  sight  of  a  clock 

Lb  Tom     H  "^^  tT  ^'"^^  ^^  f-  hei  to 

cm  Tom.    How  could  she  smile  on  Mm  through  a 

long  dinner  and  then,  for  other  hours,  feign  an  in- 

terest  in  the  play?    But  Tom  seemed  to'LTl^r 

dav  h^Si ':  "T  '**''•  «^  ^^  ^  a  damnable 
daj,  he  said  and  in  manner  quite  the  tired  business 

Folhvf  iTJ  '''-"'^'^.'^''^y  ^hen  the  fairest  of  the 
Fdhes  invited  mspection  of  their  widely  heralded 
and  frankly  exposed  channs.  Like  true  commuters 
they  left  be  ore  the  performance  ended  andTank 

with'  r;^""''  1  '^"^^  ^''''  '^^  ^^  tml 
with  thirty  seconds  to  spare.    The  coach  was  verv 

wann,  and  Sheila's  tired  business  man  wS  Tow 

genuinely  fagged,  but  before  he  feU  asleep  he  a^su^d 

her  that  none  of  the  beauteous  Follies  could  Tmen 

Uoned  ^  the  same  day  with  herself.    It  was  a  si^ceJe 

She  believed  that  her  father  was  seriouslv  ill  and 

th«  1 J .    ^-    ^""^  ^^'  '^'  ^^^  i«amed  to  drive 
^e  roads  er.  a  secret  visit  ought  to  be  easy  to  manage 
Le  7;"ld  start  as  soon  as  Tom  left  for  the  city,  cover 
the  few  miles,  and  return  before  any  one  gave  a 
thought  to  her  absence.  ^ 


*r-i  -I  - 


•ft 


THE  HOPE  CHEST 


to  fact.    Tom  rose  too  late  for  his  usual  train  wid 

Ethe    sauntered  downstairs  and  by  some  impid 
topuJse  displayed  a  marked  desi.e  for  SheiL  W 

"Let's  have  a  game  of  tennis,"  she  suggested. 
;Too  warm,"  said  Sheila  prompUy. 
^^^naswim.    The  Ude  will  be  right  in  an  hour 

rf,-n'^/''\?°  ^^  morning,  you  won't  feel  like  a 
dip  to-mght  with  me,"  Tom  pointed  out  ^But 
■uit  yourself,  dear."  F«««w  oui.      But 

"I'll  wait  for  you." 

"^'^  ^?m  ^^'  "^^  *  tantalLring  smfle. 
ifnofa^il:??"^^^-     ^- -  I'- nothing 

8ai?Tl*  ".r^^  ^°  "^.'"^  ^''"'  *°  ^«  «^««n  now," 
o"y  IZj^r'  ''  ^  "^^^-    "^"^  ^-e  aie 
"I've  known  them  to  hold  three,"  she  returned 
contmumg  to  smHe.    "But  I'm  not  hinUng  4S 

^SeTXr^^-    S^^^-Pickmeup\ere\fu? 

"r^^'T""^^^/  ^'^'^  ^^  superfluous  energy. 
^Jl-    ^u  *'''*  "^"^"^  ^"™  "P  ^«r  her  soon,  I'll 

^sle  W  •  '  rP"^'  "'  ^^y  ^I^  d°^  t^e  drive. 
She  s  gettmg  to  be  a  public  nuisance." 

Sheila  was  deep  in  her  own  thoughts. 
I  shan't  take  her  out,  Tom,"  she  declared.    "She 
only  suggested  it  to  be  annoying  " 

chZS'V'  i'T^  ^"'   ^'  ^^  »<^'  she'll  have 
changed  her  fool  mind  by  the  time  you  get  back 
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toAe^  house.     Better  act  wHling  and  keep  the 
"I  can't  do  It." 

»  '!?  ^Tu""^"'  ^~'  ^'^  *^«?    Bwt  wc'U  have 
to^j^andbearit    With  her,  diahonesty's  the  b^ 

her  I  think  It  8  too  hot.  I  do  think  so.  It's  just  the 
weather  for  tire  teouble.  That's  the  best  Jution^^^ 
It  was  no  soluuon  for  Sheila,  and  she  stood  staring 
down  the  raUst^U  his  train  vanished.  ShesawS 
with  the  eyes  of  her  sex.  Whether  Tom  ever  carJd 
for  her  or  not,  she  had  loved  and  perhaps  sUU  loved 

ir.;  I^"  ""u  ."^f  ^*«^'  ^"'^^  °^  ^''  restlessness. 
That  she  could  feel  anything  but  dislike  for  his  wife 
was  unthmkable^  Her  friendship  was  a  sham,  her 
t,r7  'f'  ^'  P™^^"^  ~""«  ^o"W  be  ti  re' 
n/1  ".!5  T^'J  ^^^  ^"'  ^"««^«t«^-    But  what 

f  .in  ^T'"^  ""  ^''  '"P"^^=*  W°"W  there  come 
a  second  chance  to-day  to  steal  away  ? 

for^^KT''^?f  .^.^"  ^"  ^"^^  °^  Ethel's  power 
for  mischief,  welled  her  forebodings  for  Daddy  Joe 
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CHAPTER  TWENTY-FOUR 


If  she  starUed  her  father  by  her  sudden  call,  hi 
on  his  part  dumfounded  her.  She  had  pictured  hin 
bedridden  in  some  desolate  hotel,  dependent  on  bell 
boys  and  chambermaids  for  his  poor  comforts,  lonely 
broken,  in  the  depths.  But  the  address  which  Mr 
Gumpel  had  scrawled  on  her  card  proved  to  be  a 
quiet  boarding  house  in  a  quiet  street,  with  flowers 
in  its  dooryard  and  trees  in  its  side  lawn.  And 
under  the  trees  were  wicker  chairs  and  a  hammock, 
and  lounging  in  the  hammock,  chattmg  — yes,  laugh- 
ing —  with  other  men,  was  Daddy  Joe. 
^  They  stared  at  each  other  across  the  intervening 
sidewalk  and  turf,  and  tb^^n,  with  a  step  not  at  all 
feeble,  he  hurried  to  the  curb. 

"You're  not  sick!" 

"Have  you  lost  your  senses  ?  "  he  retorted.    " First 
thing  you  know  you'll  spill  the  beans  for  good." 

Her  face  fell. 

"Aren't  you  glad  to  see  me?" 

"Not  like  this." 

"Oh,  don't  be  angry,"  she  pleaded.    "I  was  so 
worried.    You'll  see  why  when  I  tell  you  — " 
^^  "Don't  teU  me  anything  here,"  he  interrupted. 
"Those  rubbernecks  on  the  grass  have  seen  too  much 
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already.    Drive    round    the   block.    I'U   walk    the 
other  way  and  meet  you." 

She  thought  the  precaution  needless,  but  obeyed 
and  came  upon  hmi  waiting  in  the  shade  of  a  hedge. 
This  time  he  smiled  and  kissed  her  as  she  leaned 
to  him  from  the  car. 

"I  was  pretty  short  with  you  back  there,"  he 
owned,  "but  I  couldn't  think  of  anything  ^cept 
the  chance  you're  taking."  ^ 

coun^ty."''  ^'"  ^"  "^^'    "^^'"  «^  °"^  ^  the 

.n/?;ii,''?  T'^'il  ^'  '"P""^-    "W^'"  talk  here 
and_^telk  fast.    What  did  you  hear  that  worried 

She  described  her  call  at  the  agency 

n.Z?"  K 't'^- ^r  ^"""""^^  away -your  married 
name?    broke  in  Joe. 

"I  said  only  that  you  were  my  father  " 
JI^  50^9^  you  said  that  much.    That  fathead 
might  run  mto  you  some  time  when  you're  with 
your  husband  and  blab  aU  he  knows.    You  can't 
be  too  careful.  Sheila." 

''I  felt  sure  you  needed  me." 

"It  was  a  wrong  hunch." 

T  i!'^"i  r""  ^°°^^^  ^^^^y  ^t  Christmas,  and  when 
heard  that  you  were  iU  enough  to  stop  ;ork,  IhaS 
to  see  for  myself." 

;'And  you  see  I'm  aU  right,  don't  you?" 
Are  you  ?  "  she  asked  doubtfully. 
FuU  of  pep  as  a  colt.    I  was  a  bit  run  down 
when  I   truck  Bridgeport,  but  it  ^vas  nothing  _Z 

oa  for  a  while  and  try  out  the  movies." 
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You  ve  found  an  openingl"  she  exclaimed. 

Not  such  a  whale  of  an  opening,  but  it  may  wid 
out.  Anyhow,  I'm  going  down  to  the  city  to-mom 
or  next  day  and  look  into  it.  I'll  make  good  or  bu 
my  braces.  So  you  see  there's  nothing  under  t 
sun  to  worry  over.  Don't  ever  worry  on  my  a 
count,  honey.  Promise  me  that  you  won't  take 
chance  like  this  again?" 

"Will  you  agree  to  let  me  know  if  you  ever  do  nee 
me? 

''Yes.    I'll  slip  you  word  somehow." 

"Then  I  promise,"  she  said. 

He  regarded  her  with  deep  content. 

"After  aJ,"  he  added,  "I'm  glad  you  came.  On 
square  look  in  your  eyes  has  told  me  more  tha 
letters  ever  could.    I  know  he's  been  good  to  you  " 

'  Yes  "  she  respcnded.  "I  didn't  make  a  mistake. 
And  neither  did  I,"  said  Joe.  "Packing  you  ol 
to  Roger  Ballantine  was  the  best  job  I  ever  did  I 
was  such  a  big  idea  I  wonder  how  I  had  the  gumptioi 
to  thmk  of  It."  He  kissed  her  and  held  her  a  momen 
longer  with  his  gaze.  "Give  Tom's  father  some  o 
your  spare  time,  Sheila.  He'U  like  it -same  as  ] 
would." 

''He'U  never  be  to  me  what  you  are,"  s^e  returned 
quickly.    " There's  only  one  Daddy  Joe." 

He  gave  her  hand  a  final  pat. 

"Put  him  next  in  line,"  he  said.  "He's  shown 
that  he  s  the  real  goods." 

No  such  sense  of  utter  desolation  as  had  marked 
theu-  midwmter  parting  oppressed  her  now.  It  was 
an  enormous  reUef  to  have  found  him  up  and  about, 
and  this  time  his  optimism  had  had  a  ring  which 
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sent  her  hopes  bounding  ahead  of  his.  The  new 
work  would  prove  his  salvation.    Other  men  werl 

her  father  He  was  too  clever  to  fail.  And  with 
money -nches- the  key  to  every  door,  thely 
w^ld  surely  come  when  they  could  be  kltogether 

tZ^'Jri,  ^^"^  ""^^  ^J""^''  '^^  «"  ^''  eastward 
tnp  and  her  homeward  journey  slow.    Far  from 

confident  m  her  driving  yet,  she  gave  each  approach 

ing  vehicle  more  than  its  half  of  the  central  Lhalt 

and  one  of  these  digressions  on  the  side  of  safety  had 

^s  sequel  m  a  small  explosion  and  a  hiss  of  escaping 

Z  nlT  tr  P^'^P^e^^ed  aright.  The  distance  to 
the  next  pubhc  garage  was  not  great,  but  other 

,nv  ?  ^^^^^^^«^^  ^e^'  and  the  tire  was  changed 
oUy  after  a  long  and  maddening  delay.  It  was 
noon  when  she  passed  through  Sasquatuck  village 
and  a  quarter  after  when  she  reached  the  house. 

.rifn  K  T  "?^^'  ^"' '''°"'  b"t  Mrs.  Ballantine 
shed  abundant  light  on  her  absence 

.  J7^^  K 'T  ^'^f  ~  ^^^^''^  a  very  good  family  - 
stopped  by  for  Ethel,"  she  let  faU  during  the  meal. 

she  har      "^^T  '^""'  ^°^S'  ^°^  ^h'  «aid  that 

S^efullnCT'^!"  '^''''  ^''^^  ^'^^^  She  is  most 
careful  m  such  matters,  as,  of  course,  all  of  us  snculd 

The  ride  was  her  own  suggestion,"  said  Sheila, 
men  1  m  the  more  sorry  you  did  not  keen  the 
engagement,"  rejoined  her  mother-in-law     "I  1 

w  !.  J..^""*  P^'^^P'  y°"  were  merely  thought- 
less and  did  not  mean  to  slight  her  ?  " 
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Sheila  took  the  easiest  way  out. 
"I  certainly  didn't  mean  to  be  gone  so  bng," 
said.    "I  had  my  first  puncture." 

The  mechanics  of  motoring  interested  Mrs.  Ball 
tine  no  more  than  the  mysteries  of  her  plumbi 
and  Sheila  escaped  further  explanations  or  rebi 
The  puncture  now  wore  the  look  of  a  blessing 
disguise,  and  when  Ethel  came  back  she  again  m 
use  of  it  and  again  found  it  adequate.  Ethel  i 
even  less  avid  for  details  than  Mrs.  Ballantine  i 
betrayed  neither  rancor  at  her  neglect  nor  need 
assurance  that  this  was  still  her  home.  There 
mained  only  Tom  to  mollify.  One  more  resort 
the  heaven-sent  puncture,  and  the  rash  advent 
would  be  buried  in  oblivion.  But  Tom,  exhausi 
by  his  daily  bout  with  the  chocolate  industry,  forj 
to  ask  the  issue  of  their  morning  discussion, 
was  well  with  the  world. 

Till  near  the  end  of  dinner.  Whereupon,  Etl 
began  to  favor  them  with  details  of  her  outing  w 
the  Tracys.  They  had  lunched  at  some  couni 
club  of  greater  pretensions  than  Sasquatuck's  a 
chanced  on  certain  New  Canaanites  whom  M 
Ballantine  held  in  high  esteem.  But  this  was 
mere  preliminary,  a  casual  approach  to  her  accou 
of  the  discomforts  which  had  beset  theh-  tram 
through  booming  Bridgeport.  Then,  ready  for  h 
climax,  she  beamed  warmly  on  Sheila. 

"We  passed  you,"  she  said. 

Sheila  glowed  guiltily. 

"ReaUy?" 

"Just  on  the  outskirts  of  the  dty.    Was  th 
before  or  after  your  puncture?" 
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"Before." 

..^"f  ^Xrf*  '"  "-«'"«■»-'«'  -it". . 

"No,"  answered  Sheila.    "After  I  i-ff  T«r«   t 

"It  did  not  seem  far  to  me." 
Roger  came  to  her  rescue. 

dZlr'  ^'*  ^°^^  ^  '^^''  ^  h^d^ul  for  a  green 
anver,"  he  commented.    "I'd  stirt  fn  *hl  u        ^ 

for  a  while,  Sheila,  if  I  were  you^'  ''  "^^  '^"^^^^ 
I  shall  hereafter,"  she  replied. 
Tom  said  nothing,  but  she  sensed  his  bewildered 
disapproval.    Ethel,  her  bolt  shot,  finished  hrdessert 
m  a  demure  silence.    The  one  topic  XhcUd  not 
7rF  ,"f/^°  ^'  broached  was  the  wj        ^^  "^^^ 
She  did  not  wait  for  Tom  to  take  her  to  task. 
1  know  exactly  what  you  think  "  she  ^aW    *»,« 
moment  they  were  alone.'^"Yo7Lk  I  ^ent'  ou 

mother  and  defied  you.    But  at  the  same  time  ple^e 
bear  m  mmd  that  that  detestable  girl  only^roS 

c^rhlT?  "^'  *^^  ^^^  dicin'^carfXXr? 
^  f  ,1^  °/  ^^'*  °''  ^°^'  ^d  that  she  saved  ud  her 

Tom  freed  himself  with  a  directness  worthy  of  his 
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met  hwdlylnnne!"  ^™"'^'    ^^«  ^^^^  ^ 
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"Did  you  drive  into  the  dty?" 
"Not  far." 

"As  far  as  the  shopping  district  ?  " 
"Oh,  no.    I  didn't  go  there  to  shop." 
"Or  for  any  special  reason?" 
"What  reason  could  I  have?" 
"That's  what  I'm  trying  to  find  out.    I  appredi 
that  Ethel  rubbed  you  the  wrong  way  —  she  did  n 
but  to  fly  off  in  that  fashion  —  I  don't  know  wl 
to  caU  it." 

"Call  it  a  whim.    You  mustn't  expect  me  to  t 
sensibly  aU  the  time,  dear.    And,  after  all,  I  did] 
smash  the  roadster." 
"I'm  not  concerned  for  thf  roadster." 
"Or  come  to  any  harm  myself.    But  I  wor 
worry  you  this  way  again,  Tom.    I  promise.    An 
if  you  wish  me  to,  I'U  try  to  like  Ethel.    I  suppo 
you  see  her  through  rose-colpred  glasses,  fond 
her  as  you  were — " 

"Don't  begin  that  again,"  he  protested  with 
wry  face.    "I've  explained  about  her  till  I'm  sick." 
Sheila  could  smile  again. 
"Explanations  are  a  bore,  aren't  they?    But 
really  wish  you'd  point  out  her  good  qualities.    J 
might  do  me  good  to  remember  them  when  her  oth( 
sort  rouse  my  sinful  nature.    What  are  they?" 

"Ask  mother,"  he  said  tersely.  "She's  the  ai 
thority." 

The  thin  ice  was  safely  passed.  It  had  sagge 
and  cracked  ominously,  however,  and  the  narrownes 
of  her  escape  gave  Sheila  wakeful  hours  long  afte 
Tom  slept.  The  radiant  hopes  of  the  morning  war 
dimmed.    What  earnest  had  she  that  other  fear 
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and  other  risks  would  not  throng  the  future?  To 
what  a  purgatory  had  that  unselfish  Ser  her 
father  committed  her  I  Even  if  her  sLetTn  kZ 
s^^eful,  a  cardinal  sin,  she  couIdTa^^J^' ^ 
higher  pnce  for  happiness.  ^  ^^  * 

Tn^^A^^  heavy-hearted,  and  the  forenoon   after 

wandered  out  of  doors  A  Kt/i.  k  t  '  *"  '*'* 
Roeer  came  hnm.  j  ^  '  *"'""  '"<>  "'dock 
Koger  came  home  and,  perhaps  in  pity  for  hw  l«n^ 

to«s,  suggested  blackfishing  '^  ^         "  ''"'*" 

TT^„      V    ,^^'*>""»«  is  half  the  fun." 

They  embarked  in  the  PaslimeS  launch  for  th. 

the/rrir  t  i?r°sS  ^r  "r^- 
:SS^r?---^?oo^' 

stantly  therrwas  aTu.  a,  ^'  T"*'*'  '^'"''"  ™- 
tt^^ttPH^  - ""^e^b^k^ 
-dth-;X^-tEtra^;^^r:-:^!i 
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Sheila,  harrowed  by  this  slaughter  of  the  innoc« 
begim   to  wonder  why  people   thought  wholei 
murder  sport.    Then,  with  a  leap  of  the  heart, 
made  her  first  catch  and  wondered  no  longer. 

She  was  astounded  when  Roger  told  her  that 
was  past  five  o'clock. 

"No  matter,"  he  laughed.    "Reeves  has  gone 
him  by  now.    I  'phoned  the  garage  before  we  1 
tne  house. 

'•You  think  of  everything,"  she  said. 
N-t  quite.    But  it  was  a  dead  certakty  you 
lose  track  of  tmie  c  nee  the  real  fishing  began.    I 
you  hke  it  well  enough  to  come  again?" 

"Whenever  you'll  take  me." 

He  slowly  wound  his  line. 

he'sdd"  ^**  ^  "^  ^"^^  naturaUy  cut  out  for  pals, 

They  raised  the  anchor  and  glided  homeward  ( 

the  cheerful  put-put  of  the  motor.    Not  a-  evenin 

of  the  summer  had  been  so  serene.    A  fleet  of  fc.  ssame 

clouds  hung  becahned  in  the  eastern  sky.    The  braze] 

surface  of  the  Sound  was  motionless.    The  etois  an. 

shrubbery  round  the  long  white  dwelling  were  a 

still  as  the  greenery  of  a  painted  scene.    Then,  a 

mcongijous  as  a  brawling  outcry  in  a  cathedral,  th( 

russet  figure  of  the  head  gardener  tore  down  th* 

lawn  to  the  water's  edge  and  tossed  his  arms  and 

mouthed  at  them  unintelligibly. 

''Did  he  say  'drunk'?"  asked  Roger.    "It  looks 

XL* 

"I  thought  the  word  was  'wreck',"  said  Sheila. 
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wo^fc."™  i"".*""  "«  "»«''*  ""Other 

"What  train?" 

And  the  gardener  bethought  himself  to  «...  »,« 

none  uu  the  boat  grajed  the  landini     Then  in  . 

have^y^uTtiV"  ""  "™^<'«'-    "^  "'-wh.. 
The  gardener's  tale  was  soon  told.    He  had  1«™ 

to  4^  r     "    ^!  '°"™?  "^  had  gone  as  ordered 

S:an2^zrrx-y^--He'^^ 

d^;;raStTa£r    ^'P'^-'-inherSL™ 
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Then,  where  the  .jad  forked,  they  dghted  t 
high  embankment  of  the  railway  and  the  grim  toke 
of  catastrophe  — a  piUar  of  steam  shot  by  lui 
flames,  the  black  hulk  of  the  shattered  engine  wi 
blazing  Pullmans  pUed  crazily  against  it,  distraug! 
human  beings  toiling  at  awful  tasks  ... 
"Thank  God!"  cried  Roger.    "Thank  GodI" 
He  wrought  the  roadster  to  a  sudden  halt  ar 
dropped  his  head  in  his  hands.    Sheila  thought  hi 
mad.    Why  should  he  thank  God?    What  had  Gc 
to  do  with  such  a  horror? 

"That  train  was  westbound,"  he  said  with  a  dee 
■ob.    " Ii  wasn't  Tom's  —  it  wasn't  Tom's  I " 

Delivered  from  torture,  they  clung  weakly  tc 
gether.  Then  with  a  broken  "And  I  thought  I  wa 
a  manl"  he  straightened  and  climbed  heavily  fror 
the  car.  In  another  moment  they  had  joined  th 
throng  swarming  over  the  embankment  and  from  i 
mass  of  unfamiUar  faces  singled  out  the  face  the^ 
had  feared  never  to  see  alive. 

Tom  took  their  embraces  stoUdly.  He  seemed  t< 
pasp  neither  their  anxiety  nor  their  relief.  Stunnec 
by  what  he  had  beheld,  he  could  not  explain  when 
he  had  left  his  own  train  or  how  he  came  where  h 
was. 

"Those  girls,"  he  said  thickly.  "Nobody  could 
get  near  them.    The  flames  —  the  flames  —  " 

His  father  -  :o  with  a  bystander  who  vehemently 
denounced  the  water  system.  The  firemen  were 
powerless.  The  old  story:  no  pressure.  The  dead 
were  there.  Beyond  were  the  badly  injured  tended 
by  the  doctors.  He  praised  the  doctors  as  hysterically 
as  he  had  scored  the  water  system.    They  had  'ome 
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iT  »L^^  <^0"n5jidc,  aU  the  town,  for  miles. 

ii:;lSrt"ir^tn^^«-«^^-p-^«-bu. 

rom  the  press  and  so  came  near  the  place  set  ^ 
for  the  maimed  and  helpless.  A  mL  fa  a  f^ 
pay  suu  lay  at  the  end  of  the  row,  and  the  sigh^S 
that  faded  gray  suit  stopped  Sheila's  breath  ^en 

SorY  ^  "''""'  t'  ?^  ^'^^  "P  his  arm  in  a  fS 
effort  to  screen  his  /,ce.  But  she  saw  his  face  and 
mth  an^agomzed  ♦'I.addy  Joel"  flung  Jom  from 
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CHAPTER  TWENTY-FIVE 
His  eyes  reproached  her. 

!K  1,        ^"'..^  *^^  °^^"  «^ame,  his  ga«e  que* 
tloned  Roger  Ballantine's  an  instant  a^d  passed  t2  th 

s^e     ?ru,^°^/t^--V'hesaidJthatJst« 
^onsdoLnet  '°  "^^^  '^^-"  ^'  ^^^^^  ^^^ 
Sheila  threw  herself  beside  him  in  the  dust. 

own'Saddy}^,.^"^  "^^^'    "^^  ^^^— -y 
Her  coUapse  woke  Tom  from  his  trance.    He  be 
came  a  man  of  action  and  decision 

Ji^^'^i^^^""^'  It's  only  a  faint.  Loosen  his 
coUar.  Help  me  chafe  his  wrists.  Father,  get  hold 
of  one  of  those  doctors."  ^ 

riet^'^iif  hfr  "^T'"?  ^^^^  "^'^°"«  ^"t^°"ty,  with  a 
S  h'  I  r'  ^u '"."^  *°  ^^^y-  He  waylaid  a  man 
w^th  a  black  bag  who  had  just  left  another  victim,  and 
the  physician  forced  a  stimulant  between  Joe's  lips 
and  worked  over  him  tUl  his  eyeUds  stirred. 

by.,,  I  ^^t  ^  taken  to  my  home.    It's  close 

The  doctor  shook  his  head. 
Jilt's  a  hospital  case,"  he  said.    "  m  get  him  off 
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SheUa  lifted  her  white  face  to  Tom's. 
" I'm  going  with  hun  —  I  must." 

t  .T^'"  S"*'''..?^  ambulance,"  he  said  and  to  his 
father:  "How  did  you  come?" 

wi^thfyr^r  ^'"  ^"^'^  '^  "^  «■"""«» 

"Find  him,"  ordered  Tom  and  turned  again  to  Us 
Wife. 

To  Sheaa,  clinging  to  Daddy  Joe's  irresponsive 
fingers,  it  seemed  ages  beyond  reckoning  before  the 
stretcher  came,  and  then  yet  other  ages  while  they 
trailed  the  clanging  ambulance  through  the  twilight 
Tom  was  at  the  wheel,  she  with  Roger  in  the  rear 

hes  my  father,"  she  said,  as  if  she  had  not 
already  avowed  it  m  word  and  deed.  "I  tried  to  tell 
you  — " 

"Yes,"  he  said  gently.    "In  Boston.    But  I  knew 

long  ago.    Let's  not  speak  of  it  now."    He  put  his 

arm  round  her  shoulders  and  so  held  her  till  country 

est  Itself  in  town,  and  they  climbed  the  last  steep  hiU 

to  the  hospital.  ^ 

The  stretcher  and  its  burden  had  vanished.    Thev 
crossed  a  hall  saturated  with  the  odor  of  ether  and 
entered  a  waiting  room  as  cheerless  as  most  waiting 
rooms  which  have  to  do  with  the  reUef  of  human  ills 
Roger  took  m  its  dreariness,  paced  for  an  mterval 
between  hearth  and  windows,  and  abruptly  went  out 
bheila  tense  and  stUl,  sat  with  her  gaze  riveted  on  the 
door  of  fate     Beside  her,  so  dose  that  a  fold  of  her 
Skirt  brushed  his  knee,  was  Tom,  with  his  hand  locked 
m  hers.    Dimly,  through  her  torturing  suspense,  it 
came  to  her  that  this  day  had  freed  her  from  duplicity 
bhe  need  contrive  and  pretend  no  longer.    They  knew 
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Then,  as  distinctly  as  if  they  had  just  faUen  from  1 
hps,  she  recaUed  Roger  BaUantine's  words.  He  hi 
known  in  Boston  — known  and  stopped  her  co 
fession.  He  had  come  by  the  truth  himself.  Loi 
agol  And  yet  he  had  gone  on  befriending  he 
shielded  her  with  his  sympathy,  taken  her  to  h 
great  heart.  And  now  Tom  knew  also,  and  it  mac 
no  difference.  They  were  united  as  they  had  nevi 
been. 

There  was  a  step  outside.  She  staggered  to  her  fe< 
and  ngidly  waited.  But  it  was  Roger  who  enterec 
Somehow  he  had  got  hold  of  coflfee  for  them  botl 
He  stood  over  them  while  they  drank  it,  watche 
luem  as  if  they  were  chUdren,  made  them  drain  it  t 
the  last  drop. 

u  1\?T  ^^  y°"  *''^'"  s^®  <="ed,  seizing  his  hand 
AU  of  your  kindnesses  have  shamed  me.  I  wante( 
to  pay  in  the  only  way  I  could.  I  meant  to  give  Ton 
up.  But  I  was  such  a  coward  I  couldn't  do  it.  IVi 
beenweak,  selfish,  accepted  everything,  given  noth 

"Sheila!"  he  interposed  sternly.  "Pull  yoursell 
together.  You've  been  through  too  much  to  see 
things  straight.    We  all  have." 

"But  I  want  you  to  know  that  I'm  the  one  to 
blame  —  not  my  father.  He  thought  only  of  me  - 
wanted  to  drop  out  of  my  life.  I'm  the  one  to 
blame.  And  I'm  being  punished.  I  let  you  think 
he  was  dead,  and  now,  like  a  judgment  — oh,  I'm 
afraid,  afraid— " 

The  door  opened  briskly,  and  there  entered  a  white- 
clad  young  interne.  She  wavered  toward  hun,  her 
hps  moving  soundlessly. 
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"My  dear  young  lady  I  Of  course  he'U  Uve.  He 
^in't^^Jf  •  '^^^ ''  ^^^y  ^"'^^^^'  b"'  ^«'ve  found 
you'S^lXrr"'"'"?^'^"^^-  I>«n't  distress 
yourself.  I  think  I  can  promise  to  let  you  see  him  for 
a  few  nunutes  to-morrow."  !>cc  mm  lor 

The  dapper  interne  and  the  waU  behind  him  swam 
She  reeled  back  into  Tom's  arms,  and  turninTbMy 
wept  agamst  his  breast.  "unaiy, 

"I'm  so  thankful  —  so  thankfull" 

He  led  her  to  the  car  and  sat  with  her  while  Roger 
delayed  indoors  to  question  the  doctor.  Once  more 
she  fdt  that  out  of  this  crucible  had  come  tSSrZ" 
and  perfect  imion. 

"I'm  so  thankful,"  she  said  again  with  a  deep  sigh 
Firs  ti  was  you  I  thou^at  I'd  lost,  then  my  fathe?- 
and  all  m  a  few  hours."  ^ 

tr^'^ltTJ^'f  '^  '!;''"  ^'  "'■^^^-  "  W^  "^"st  both 
try.  It  s  aU  too  ghastly  to  dwell  upon."  a  shudder 
ran  through  him.    "That  wreck  r " 

.r^Tu'^J'T  '^  b^""°^bing  terror,  her  mind 
groped  back  to  externals.  A  street  light  filtering 
wan  y  through  foUage  revealed  again  the  draw^pZ 
of  his  face,  his  ruined  clothing.  He  too  had  passed 
through  flames,  real  flames.  ^ 

to'lvil'  1°^^^?  °^^'"  «^e  begged.    "I've  been  blind 

nit:rt.t"'rr*^""'""'^"    you  were  there 
ilr  ii  r  ^^^  ^^^"^  "i^sery.    You  helped." 

Th.  fi     u""^^'  ^ '°"^^'"  ^"  '^^-    "It  wasn't  much. 
She  credited  him  with  heroic  deeds.    He  had  risen  to 
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the  test,  shown  himself  truly  fine.  Not  even  Ros 
had  been  more  the  man.  Not  even  Roger  had  be 
more  tender  in  her  supreme  need.  She  exalted  an 
adored  hhn.  He  could  ask  nothing  she  would  n 
grant.  Her  whole  We  should  be  an  expiation.  SI 
burned  to  pour  out  her  heart,  to  humble  herself,  be  h 
slave. 

"  I  want  to  tell  you  all,"  she  said.    "  I  want  to  clei 

away  everything  that  has  stood  between  us  and  mac 

you  doubt  me.    I  must  get  rid  of  it  now  and  forever 

"Not    to-night,"    he    protested.    "Let    you-se 

down.  Sheila.    Put  all  this  from  your  thoughts." 

"  How  can  I  put  it  from  my  thoughts  till  you  kno^ 
everything,  and  I  know  that  you  forgive?" 

"Don't  speak  of  forgiveness.  I  love  you.  We'll  b 
needing  a  doctor  for  you  if  you  won't  relax.  Don' 
excite  yourself  now  with  what's  past,  dear.  We'll  tail 
it  over  m  the  morning." 

"I  can't  wait,"  she  said.  ''Don't  ask  me  to,  Tom 
I  ve  longed  so  for  this  time  to  come.  I  haven't  had  i 
moment's  real  peace,  a  moment's  real  happmess." 

He  made  no  further  attempt  to  dissuade  her,  and 
she  began  to  teU  him  of  her  mother;  of  the  nomadic 
Me  she  had  led  against  her  instincts ;  her  dislike  for 
her  husband's  work;  her  insistence  that  Lew  Pam 
remain  a  seH  apart  from  all  that  stood  to  them  for  a 
home. 

"You  must  know  this,  Tom,  to  understand  what 
he  felt  when  he  heard  that  I  was  married.  I  wanted 
you  to  meet  each  other  then.  If  you  only  hadl 
But  he  meant  me  to  have  my  chance,  he  said.  He  did 
not  consider  himself .  He  never  has.  Even  to-day  ~ 
as  he  lay  there  helpless  —  his  first  thought  was  of  xnc." 
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f„^TH''^%"^^^'*!*^  ^"^  ^^  ^t^PS'  crossed  the 
turf,  and  peered  into  the  tonneau. 

hole ''  ^^"'^  ^""^  ^'^'  ^''"''"  ^^  ^^'    "^'"  ^ve 
Sheila  turned  in  impassioned  earnestness. 

*    ,?^°^/«'^'S^e  entreated.    "I'm  telling  him  the 

trutn.    And  I  want  you  to  hear  too." 
''Now?"    He  searched  both  their  faces 
"Yes,  now.    I  want  to  be  done  with  deception. 

I  ve  despised  myself  for  deceiving  you  " 

n„wi"*  T^'^""''  ^^^^'^^^  °^e.  ^y  girl,"  he  replied 
quieUy.  "You  can  teU  me  nothing  about  your 
circumstances  that  I  haven't  known  for  months! 
If  you  were  older,  different  than  you  are,  a  scheming 
woman  you  would  have  seen  that  I  must  know 
You  d  have  reasoned  that  I'd  act  as  any  sensible  man 
m  my  place  would  act -check  up  your  statements, 
leave  no  stone  unlumed  to  find  out  who  and  what  you 
were.  ' 

"You  never  believed  roe?" 
"I  beUevtd  in  you,  which  was  more  important. 
Your  story  was  another  affair.  That  a  girl  hke  you 
should  o  her  own  accord  face  the  music  as  you  dW 
went  agamst  all  I  knew  of  human  nature.  I  wS^sure 
Uia  some  one  had  made  you  do  it,  and  it  didn't  take 
me  long  to  discover  who  that  some  one  was.    I  don't 

e'^r.h'^i'-'f  f^ff — y  own  brain,  tre 
ell?'  A  '"^^i^  1°°^'^  "P  '^^  People  you  said  had 
employed  your  father  and  traced  him  back  to  the 
jtage.  I  heard  nothing  that  wasn't  to  his  credit. 
He  had  worked  hard  and  Uved  clean.  The  only 
mystery  was  his  attitude  toward  your  marriage, 
ae  hiid  to  clear  that  up  himself."  * 
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"You  talked  with  him?" 

"Yes.    We  got  together  Christmas  Eve." 

Sheila  started. 

"  I  saw  him  that  day,"  she  said.    "  I  made  him  me 
me.    I  begged  him  to  let  me  speak  out." 

"  So  he  told  me.    We  talked  for  three  or  four  hour 

That's  why  I  was  late  for  the  theater.    We'd  bee 

sitting  together  in  a  Hoboken  restaurant.    That 

when  I  learned  all  there  was  left  to  learn  about  you  - 

the  things  I  hadn't  seen  for  myself  and  that  Soph 

Perrin  hadn't  seen.    But  I  wasn't  borrowing  troub 

on  your  account  by  then.    It  was  Joe   Moore 

wanted  to  know,  and  before  we  separated  I  did  kno^ 

him  and  respect  him  as  I  respect  few  men.    I'v 

bumped  against  all  sorts  in  my  day,  but  nobody  jus 

like  him.    They  say  some  of  the  Irish  still  believ 

m  fairies,  and  I  guess  he's  one  of  them.    Anyhow,  h 

saw  you  in  a  fairy  tale  and  was  ready  to  give  all  h 

had  to  give  to  make  it  come  true.    I  didn't  try  t 

argue  him  out  of  it.    I'd  as  soon  shake  a  child's  faitl 

in  Santa  Claus.    He  wanted  to  do  what  he  :vas  doin] 

for  his  wife's  sake  as  much  as  yours.  Sheila.    And  h 

wanted  to  go  on  doing  it.    I  think  he  felt  that  Ton 

here  mightn't  take  as  broad  a  view  of  it  as  he  wouk 

after  you  had  lived  together  and  found  out  what  ii 

worth  while  in  life  and  what  is  not.    Perhaps  he  was 

wrong.    But.  as  I  say,  I  didn't  argue.    I  was  as  keen 

as  he  was  to  have  you  two  settle  down  in  double 

harness.    It  seemed  best  to  leave  the  issue  to  time." 

Tom  stirred  in  his  seat. 

**I  had  a  right  to  be  told,"  he  said  in  a  strained 
voice.  "I  ought  not  to  have  been  the  only  one  kept 
in  ignorance  of  the  facts.** 
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You  were  not  the  only  one,"  said  his  father. 
Your  mother  knows  nothing  of  all  this.  What  was 
the  use  of  mentioning  it  ?  Discussion  wouldn't  have 
mended  matters.  It  would  only  have  muddled  them. 
You  had  your  work  to  do.  Sheila  had  hers.  And, 
after  aU,  the  mam  thmg  to  decide  was  whether  you 
two  were  of  the  same  mind  in  June  that  you  were  in 
September  I  wanted  you  to  be.  I'd  come  to  think 
tiiat  If  you  had  scoured  the  country  over,  you  couldn't 
have  picked  a  wife  better  suited  to  you.  But  I  wasn't 
quite  sure  of  you  both  till  the  day  we  reached  Boston. 
Then  I  was  content  to  let  well  enough  alone  " 

J'/nn^v  f  "!?'  ^ur^  '°^^'"  ''^'^''^  ^om,  as  if  he 
had  not  listened  « It  was  unfair  to  leave  me  blunder- 
ing in  the  dark." 

Roger  looked  away  over  the  dusky  town  and  harbor. 
Were  all  blundenng  in  the  dark,  son,"  he  said 
slowly      'Be  thankful  that  you've  got  company." 

He  took  his  place  at  the  wheel,  and  they  descended 
mto  the  lower  city  crossed  the  river,  crested  the  last 
of  Southwark's  outflung  hills,  and  struck  into  the  road 
that  led  straight  to  the  long  white  house  on  the  little 
bay.  Sheila  gave  herself  up  to  the  swaying  car  with 
the  abandon  of  sheer  exhaustion.  It  seemed  to  her 
hat  not  only  this  day  but  all  the  days  since  her  mar- 
riage were  demanding  toll  of  her  body  and  mind. 

th..  Tt  T  T""  '^"'^  ^^''"^^^  ^'^^  the  thought 
Sf /w  u  u  ^?'^  ^^^  ""^  °^  ^°"b^e  deaUng.  She 
felt  that  she  had  beggared  her  brain,  spent  the  last 
ounce  of  her  strength. 

They  sighted  the  lights  of  the  house  through  the 
trees  and  wound  the  drive  down  which  she  and  Roger 
tad  plunged  with  fear  clutching  at  their  heartstrings 
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Waiting  <ii  the  portico  were  Mrs.  BaUanUne  and  Eth 
They  looked  curious  rather  than  genuinely  concern 
as  they  came  down  the  steps  in  their  cool  sumra 
finery,  and  the  older  woman  began  chattering  befo 
the  car  could  halt. 

"Isn't  it  appalling?"  she  demanded,  in  tones  whii 
were  not  appalled.  "Right  at  our  own  door,  to( 
We  were  up  Litchfield  way  and  knew  nothing  about 
till  we  reached  home.  Fortunately  Reeves  got  he 
first,  and  we  were  spared  your  fright  over  Tom. 
should  certainly  discharge  that  gardener,  Roge 
It's  dangerous  to  have  such  an  ill-balanced  creature  c 
the  place.  He  would  have  blurted  out  tht  same  stoi 
to  me  if  I  had  been  hrrt  But  Reeves  isn't  muc 
better  in  an  emergency.  His  wits  were  all  centere 
on  the  roadster  — a  bent  mud-guard  or  some  sue 
silliness.  He  thought  you  knew  a  man  in  the  wrec 
and  had  gone  with  him  to  a  hospital,  but  it  was  a 
guesswork.  He  couldn't  really  tell  us  anything 
Why  didn't  you  telephone?  I  think  you  might  hav 
telephoned.    Who  was  it  that  was  hurt  ?  " 

Roger  faced  her  with  a  penetrating  gaze. 

"One  of  the  best  men  I've  ever  known,"  he  said 
"Sheila's  father." 

For  a  moment  his  wife's  countenance  reflected  men 
stupefaction.  Then,  as  if  impelled  by  another  wil 
than  her  own,  she  gathered  the  girl  in  her  arms 

"You  poor  child  I" 

Sheila  was  child  enough  to  melt  at  that  mothering 
touch  and  to  believe  it  prompted  by  the  heart.  She 
was  moved  even  jy  a  vague  murmur  of  sympathy 
from  Ethel,  who  stood  by  with  her  dark  eyes  strangely 
large  and  bright. 


CHAPTER  TWENTY-SIX 

It  was  long  before  the  house  grew  quiet.  Shefla. 
to  please  Roger,  made  a  pretence  of  eating  and  went 
direc^y  after  to  bed.  Tom  followed  her  upstairs, 
leaned  over  her  piUow,  kissed  her  and  went  out.  leav- 
ing all  doors  open  to  such  fitful  air  currents  as  stirred 
the  sultry  night.  The  least  sounds  carried  in  the 
stillness  and  SheUa,  staring  into  the  darkness,  read 
into  each  its  meaning. 

The  family  were  talking  it  over.    From  the  Uving 
room  rose  an  indistinct  hum  of  voices.    Roger's  voice 
predominated,  but  its  deep  undertones  were  pierced 
now  and  again  by  his  wife's  fretful  queries  and  com- 
ment.     Tom  rarely  spoke,  and  Ethel  not  at  all.    Yet 
Sheila  was  as  sure  that  she  was  present  as  she  was 
that  the  conversation  had  to  do  with  herself.    She 
saw  her  clearly,  her  eyes  with  their  dark  glitter,  her 
thm-hpped  smile.    And,  by  and  by,  she  identified  her 
footfall,  the  rusUe  of  her  garments  as  she  climbed  the 
steircase  and  turned  in  at  her  room  across  the  hall. 
She  stood  within  her  threshold  an  instant,  as  if  still 
listening,  and  at  a  second  rustle  stealthily  shut  herself 
m.    Then  Tom's  mother  ascended,  came  down  the 
corridor,  hesitated  at  her  own  door,  retraced  her 
iteps  to  Ethel's,  tapped  softly  and,  closeted  with  her 
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favwlte,  began  a  whispered  conference  which  last 
tofl  Roger  BaUantine  mounted  the  stairs.    When 
had  passed,  his  wife  stole  after  him  and  entered  th( 
suite  by  a  different  door. 

There  was  now  sUence  on  the  upper  floor,  but  belc 
famt  noxses  betrayed  Tom's  unrest.  He  stnx 
matches  at  intervals,  changed  from  chair  to  chai 
forsook  the  Uving  room  for  the  portico,  paused 
moment,  and  then  abruptly  crossed  the  gravel  driv 
Here  his  tread  lost  itself  in  the  lawn  and,  springir 
from  bed,  she  ran  to  a  window  and  tried  to  trace  hii 
under  the  trees.  But  he  had  already  merged  with  tl 
shadows.  His  wanderings,  like  his  thoughts,  were 
mystery. 

1   ^^^  f ffP'  ^^""^  *°  *^-    The  house  was  quiet  a 
last.    All  under  that  roof  save  herself  were  asleer 
They  had  put  the  turmoU  of  the  day  behind  thera 
And  so  must  she.    But  sleep  stiU  eluded  her     Sh 
could  relax  her  body,  but  the  brain  that  bade  her  bod' 
rest  was  Itself  teeming  with  images  which  would  no 
fade.    They   trooped   without    order   or   s-quence 
these  images.    One  moment  she  was  waiting  at  th( 
hospital,  another  shrinking  from  the  lurid  tragedy  o 
the  wreck,  the  next  listening  to  the  murmuring,  rus- 
tling house  as  it  sat  in  judgment  on  her  and  hers, 
Then,  when  it  seemed  that  only  some  blessed  drug 
could  bnng  reUef ,  she  fell  into  a  heavy  slumber  and  was 
consaous  of  nothing  till  the  sun  shot  a  burning  ray 
through  the  bUnds  and  smote  her  on  the  eyelids     She 
turned  to  avoid  it,  opened  her  eyes,  and  in  an  instant 
was  wide  awake.    Tom's  bed  had  not  been  touched. 
^  But  he  had  returned.    She  could  hear  him  splashing 
m  the  bath.    Presently  he  looked  in  and  Tv-ished  her 
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good  morning.    She  asked  no  questions,  but  he 
volunteered  that  he  had  slept  on  the  yacht. 

"  U  was  sc  infernally  hot  ashore,"  he  added.    "And 
besides,  I  didn't  want  to  disturb  you."  ' 

She  felt  that  his  latter  reason  was  an  afterthought. 
Surely  he  knew  that  she  would  be  the  more  disturbed 
by  his  absence.  Was  this  the  Tom  who  declared 
that  they  should  never  pass  a  night  apart?  His 
action  had  shattered  something  precious  and  irrepa- 
rable. They  were  no  longer  wedded  lovers.  They  had 
become  like  the  humdrum  millions  they  scorned, 
merely  man  and  wife.  She  prayed  for  some  word,' 
some  sign,  that  would  prove  her  wrong,  but  Tom 
finished  dressing  in  silence  and  went  out  before  her. 
But,  if  yesterday  had  slain  romance,  it  had  spared  that 
incorrigible  romanticist.  Daddy  Joe.  Her  thoughts 
flew  to  him  for  comfort.  There  was  no  telephone  in 
her  rooms  and,  hurrying  into  her  clothes,  she  ran  to 
the  instrument  in  the  lower  hall  to  find  that  Roger  had 
forestalled  her. 

"Good  news,"  he  greeted  her.  "I  just  had  his 
nurse  on  the  wire,  and  she  tells  me  that  he  got  through 
the  night  far  better  than  they  expected.  You  can 
see  him  between  eleven  and  twelve.  Tom  will  run 
you  over." 

Tom,  in  a  doorway,  withdrew  his  eyes  from  the 
garden. 

"I'm  not  going  to  business  to-day,  then?" 

His  father's  face  altered. 

"Not  if  I  know  it.  What  kind  of  a  firm  do  you 
think  you're  working  for?  You'll  do  what  you  can 
for  Sheila." 

"You  don't  need  to  put  it  asacommand,"  said  Tom. 


fiii 


Jiilk.. 


■«« 


IBB  BOPB  CHB8T 


They  left  the  houae  before  either  Mrs.  Ballant 
or  Ethel  came  down,  but  Sheila  knew  that  Tom  li 
seen  hb  mother  that  morning  and  was  no  less  cert 
that  she  had  said  things  which  increased  his  unrc 
He  was  soUdtous  to  help,  but  she  missed  the  tend 
ness  he  had  shown  in  the  shadow  of  disaster.  He  \i 
by  her  side  because  he  felt  that  he  ought  to  be  the 
It  was  his  duty  as  her  husband. 

"I'U  come  in  if  you  wish,"  he  offered,  as  th 
reached  the  hospital.    "But  perhaps  you'd  rather 
alone?" 

"Much  rather,"  she  said. 

She  entered  her  father's  room  resolved  at  any  cc 
to  cheer  him,  but  as  always  it  was  he  who  put  hea 
in  her.  He  had  a  smile  for  her  from  the  first,  n.a( 
light  of  his  sufferings,  and  cut  short  her  questio: 
with  a  chuckle. 

^^  "I've  been  laughing  here  by  myself,"  he  told  he 
"The  nurse  thought  I  was  off  my  nut,  I  guess,  bi 
I  didn't  let  her  in  on  the  joke.  I  was  saving  it  for  yoi 
honey,  and  it's  a  scream.    I'm  insured  I " 

"Are  you?"  she  said,  more  ready  to  weep  tha 
laugh.  "  How  splendid.  Daddy  Joe ! " 
^^  "Just  by  the  skin  of  my  teeth,"  he  continue. 
"Off  and  on,  I've  carried  accident  insurance  fc 
twenty  years,  paid  out  a  slew  of  money  and  neve 
got  back  a  red.  If  the  poUcy  was  in  force,  nothin 
happened.  If  I  let  it  sHde,  there  was  something  doin 
straight  off  the  bat.  That's  the  way  it  was  when 
took  sick  in  Bridgeport,  and  as  soon  as  I  could  tod 
die  out,  I  nailed  down  a  new  policy  for  a  thousand 
Talk  about  luck  1  Luck  is  my  middle  name.  Thi 
loaf  won't  cost  me  a  cent.    In  fact  I  stand  to  make  h 
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it.  And  then  there's  the  railroad  company  That 
.ide  of  it  slipped  my  mind  at  first,  I  was  «f  Sck  ed  ov^ 
gctUng  even  with  the  insurance  crowd.    Of  ^u,^ 

^thcy  had  a  lawyer  camping  on  the  doormat  now 
Tlicy  have  to  step  Uvely  to  get  ahead  of  the  .TbuE 

frr„'  r^^^'^  •  ^"^^  ^"^'»  *  ^^  h  of  sSy! 
stcrs  on  the  doormat  too."  ^ 

She  sir  led  l^ause  she  saw  that  he  wished  her  to 
smile  and  was  silent  because  it  was  plain  he  w^hed  her 
""Zf  ?  ^*''"-    '^''''^'''^  ^''  '*<^«'  he  dilated  on  Ws 

as  the  bedndden  glean,  described  his  breakfast  tray  to 
the  last  meager  detail,  mimicked  the  brogue  o?  the 
scrubwoman  who  cleaned  his  room  and  the  paternal 
manner  of  the  young  interne  she  had  met  last  S 
The  wreck  went  unmentioned.  How  h.  had  escaoed 
death,  what  he  had  endured  and  seen  othei^  endure 
^e  could  only  conjecture.    She  herself  might  have 

a'^rtfeTprC^"^^"^^^^^--^"- 

A  nurse  came  to  the  door. 

"Shucks  1"  he  exclaimed.  "You're  not  going  to 
clamp  down  the  lid  ?  "  ^   ^ 

"Yes.  Mr.  Moore."  she  said  and  returned  for  a 
moment  to  the  corridor. 

"Out  you  go  then.  Sheila.    She's  the  boss." 

bhe  laid  her  cheek  against  his. 

'I  must  tell  you  something  first.  Daddv  Toe  — 
sometbng  you'h  be  glad  to  Lr.    Mr.  Kne 

W'   ^""^  """'  '"'  "^  '^'  ^''  "^^'^  h^'d  ever 
"Roger  Ballantine  said  that  about  me ? " 
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"Yes  —  before  them  aU." 

"He's  a  prince,"  declared  Joe  huskUy;  "a  regula 
prince."  Then,  turning  her  head:  "What  abou 
Tom?"  he  asked.    "How  did  he  take  things  yester 

"Nobody  could  have   been  more  kind,"  she  an 
swered  quickly.    "And  he  brought  me  here  thismorn 
mg.    He  would  have  come  in  if  I  hadn't  said  that 
wanted  to  see  you  alone." 

His  eyes  held  hers  a  moment  longer. 
^^  "Tell  him  I'm  sorry  I  butted  in  like  this,"  he  said 
"Tell  him  I'll  do  a  neat  little  vanishing  act  as  soon  as 
I'm  able.  He  didn't  count  on  me  in  the  beginning' 
and  he  won't  have  to  worry  about  me  hereafter! 
Don't  let  there  be  any  doubt  on  that  point,  Sheila. 
Make  it  plain  to  hun  right  away." 

She  had  neither  the  heart  nor  the  opportunity  to 
protest.  The  nurse  came  back  and  came  to  stay. 
The  visit  was  over.  Twenty-four  hours  must  drag 
by  before  she  could  see  him  again.  And  then,  facing 
once  more  those  eyes  which  read  her  as  did  no  other 
eyes,  what  could  she  say  that  she  had  not  already 
said?  She  felt  that  he  had  divined  her  misgivings 
and,  because  he  divined  them,  charged  her  with  that 
message  to  Tom.  And  to-morrow  he  would  study 
her  face  for  his  answer. 

She  went  out  into  the  brilliant  midsummer  noon. 
Tom  had  driven  into  the  shade  a  few  rods  down  the 
street.  His  back  was  toward  her,  but  his  attitude 
clearly  showed  his  frame  of  mind.  He  was  bent 
forward,  eR  ows  on  knees  and  chin  in  hands,  a  figure 
of  disillusion  so  rapt  in  his  somber  thoughts  that  he 
was  unaware  of  her  till  she  stood  at  his  side. 
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"Was  I  long?" 

"I  don't  know,"  he  said  and,  resuming  his  rdle  of 
the  dutiful  husband,  handed  her  to  her  seat  and  per- 
functorily asked :  "How  did  you  find  hiff?" 

"Looking  far  more  cheerful  than  you,  Tom." 

He  made  no  rejoinder  and  gave  his  full  attention 
to  the  car  tiU  they  quitted  the  town.  Then,  coming 
to  open  fields,  he  abruptly  broke  silence. 

"I  can't  pretend  to  be  anything  I'm  not,"  he  stated 
with  his  eyes  on  the  road  ahead.  "My  talents  don't 
run  that  way." 

She  stole  a  glance  at  his  profile.  It  was  as  cold  as 
his  tone. 

"I  know  I  deserve  that,"  she  said.  "But  you  were 
more  generous  last  night  — or  seemed  so  — when  I 
asked  your  forgiveness." 

"I  hadn't  heard  the  whole  truth  — God  only 
knows  whether  I've  heard  it  yet.  I  didn't  know  that 
my  own  father  had  been  in  league  to  make  a  dupe  of 
me."  ^ 

"That's  unjust." 

"How  can  you  use  such  a  word  ?" 

"Unjust  to  your  father,  I  mean.  Whatever  you 
may  think  of  my  conduct,  you  must  not  misjudge  his. 
You  have  been  first  in  his  thoughts." 

"Havel?  It  strikes  me  that  you  have  been  num- 
ber one." 

"He's  been  my  friend  —  the  most  wonderful  friend 
a  girl  ever  had.  But  back  of  it  aU  was  his  love  for 
you.    Surely  you  see  that  ?  " 

"I  see  that  I've  been  treated  shabbily.  And  I 
resent  it.  Any  man  who's  a  man  and  not  a  worm 
would  resent  it.    But  I  don't  care  to  talk  about  it 
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now     I  want  to  think  things  over,  find  out  where 
stand. 

"Very  weU,"  she  said.    "But  I  must  give  you 
message.    My  father  wiU  never  come  into  your  life 
He  asked  me  to  tell  you  this  and  that  he  is  sorry  yoi 
have  had  to  hear  of  him  at  all." 

"That  doesn't  alter  the  situation,"  he  repUed  after  j 
pause.    "It  isn't  kis  motives  I  question." 

Last  night's  return  to  the  house  had  been  hare 
enough  to  bear,  but  she  dreaded  to-day's  more     Ii 
the  mtervening  hours  had  only  served  to  brim  the 
cup  of  Tom's  resentment,  what  charity  could  she 
expect  from  his  mother?    But  Roger  met  her  in  the 
hall  as  if  he  had  waited  for  her  coming,  drew  her  into 
the  hvmg  room  where  his  wife  sat,  bridged  that  trying 
moment  with  his  kindly  questions,  and  presently 
tided  her  over  the  luncheon  hour.    She  knew  that  he 
did  this  of  deliberate  purpose.    She  could  see  that 
he  was  exerting  himself  to  protect  and  encourage 
tier,  that  he  was  putting  forth  his  will  to  persuade  his 
family  that  yesterday  had  changed  nothing.    But 
she  saw  too  how  vain  was  the  effort.    The  icy  dis- 
trust under  Tom's  sUence,  the  snobbish  rancor  that 
embittered   Mrs.   Ballantine's   civility,    the   disdain 
lurkmg  m  the  curves  of  Ethel  Hoyt's  smile  were 
realities. 

She  went  to  her  room  and,  throwing  herself  on  her 
bed,  gave  way  to  black  despair.  There  could  be  no 
turmng  back  the  clock.  It  was  folly  to  hope  that 
Mrs.  BaUantine  would  pardon  the  blow  to  her  vanity 
folly  to  believe  that  Ethel  would  not  seize  her  chance 
to  widen  the  breach.  They  might  play  a  part  before 
Roger,  but  they  would  stiU  whisper  together  behind 
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closed  doors  and  secretly  poison  Tom's  mind  against 
her.  His  wrongs  fiUed  his  vision.  They  would 
magnify  them  till  they  seemed  crimes. 

By  and  by,  hearing  him  enter  the  sitting  room,  she 
rose.  She  might  have  despair  in  her  heart,  but  she 
had  pnde  there  also.  He  must  not  find  her  wilting 
under  his  displeasure.  Moving  to  a  glass,  she 
snioothed  her  hair  and  in  the  act  caught  his  doleful 
reflection  as  he  paused  an  instant  beside  the  outer 
door.  He  looked  as  wretched  as  she  felt,  an  unhappy 
boy,  and  something  maternal  in  her  woke  her  pity  and 
made  ^er  hunger  to  clasR  him  to  her  breast.  She 
rounded  swiftly,  passed  through  the  connecting  door, 
and  beheld  another  Tom  than  the  dejected  image  of 
the  mirror.    He  too  was  proud. 

"I  found  this  in  my  maU,"  he  said,  handing  her  a 
letter  at  full  arm's  length,  and  went  immediately  to 
nis  dressing  room. 

He  had  not  come  to  be  comforted.    He  wished  to  be 
let  alone.    She  heard  him  moving  about,  opening 
and  closing  drawers.    The  letter  emerged  from  the 
blur  which  had  dimmed  everything.    She  saw  t  -a   it 
was  postmarked  "Newport",  and  that  the  writing 
was  Mo  ly's.    Had  he  seen  this  also  and  been  stung 
by  the  old  jealousy  ?    Could  this  have  driven  him  ui> 
stairs?    Was  the  rummaging  in  the  dressing  room  a 
mere  bhnd  ?    She  tore  open  the  envelope  and  skimmed 
the  closely  written  pages.    The  irritating  name  no- 
where occurred.    Molly  spoke  solely  of  her  own 
aflfairs  -  her  distaste  for  the  life  she  led,  her  longing 
to  do  something  that  was  not  trivial.    She  seemed 
unhappy. 

Sheila  was  standing  with  the  letter  in  her  hands 
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when  he  came  out,  and  his  glance  flew  to  it  with 
directness  which  bore  out  her  suspicion. 

"It's  from  MoUy,"  she  said.    "Would  you  cai 
to  read  it?"  ^ 

"No,  thanks,"  he  declined  stiffly.    "I  don't  shar 
your  interest  in  the  Lounsbury  clan." 
"She  writes  only  of  herself." 
"Is  that  why  you're  so  willing  to  have  me  see  it? 
"You  know  it  isn't,  Tom.    Don't,  I  beg  of  you 
rake  up  those  old  misunderstandings.    They  wer 
never  serious.    They  have  nothing  to  do  with  thi 
real  trouble  we're  facing  now." 
"Haven't  they?    I'm  not  so  sure." 
"Tom!"  she  appealed,  aware  now  of  the  turbic 
depths  into  which  his  reaction  had  swept  him.    "  Yoi 
must  be  sure.    You  must  believe  that  I  have  beei 
loyal  to  you.    What  have  I  done  that  you  should 
doubt  me  in  everything  ?  " 

"What  have  you  done?    You've  lived  a  lie  from 
the  day  of  our  marriage." 

Her  skin  flamed,  but  a  chill  like  the  hand  of  death 
gripped  her  heart. 
^''It  was  a  white  lie,"  she  faltered. 
"White  or  black,  you  lived  it  —  lived  it  day  after 
day,  month  after  month  —  bolstered  it  up  with  a 
thousand  shifts  and  dodges,  gulled  me  to  the  very 
end.  My  God,  you've  brought  me  to  a  pass  where 
I  can't  tell  where  lies  leave  off,  and  truth  begins! 
And  you  ask  me  not  to  rake  up  old  misunderstandings. 
Can't  you  see  that  they  won't  stay  buried?  I  won't 
mince  words  with  you.  I  mean  Lounsbury.  You've 
lever  talked  freely  about  him.  I've  had  to  drag 
things  out  of  you  UtUe  by  little.    You've  always  con- 
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Howl  ft  ^''^f  ^'^"'•'  mine-your  husband's. 
How  do  I  know  that  you  didn't  encourage  him,  lead 

STwItT'^^^'  '"  ^°"'  "^^  '^  havlhTdot? 
How  do  I  know  that  you  wouldn't  have  taken  up  with 
him  if  you  could  have  got  rid  of  me  ?  " 

The  memory  of  an  April  day,  the  kiss  she  could  never 
brmg  herself  to  confess,  rose  as  bewildering  b  retio' 
spect  a.  It  had  been  ia  living  fact  and  now!  I  4en 
for  a  moment  stopped  her  lips.  ' 

«J?'k  Kr""'  *°"^'^"  ^^  demanded.  "You 
used  to  be  ghb  enough  with  excuses.  Haven't  you 
an  answer  of  any  sort  ?  "  ^ 

"Yes,"  she  said.    "I  have  an  answer :  I  gave  mv- 

you,  Tom?    Is  your  love  for  me  dead?" 
Love!"  he  ejaculated. 

She  drew  herself  up  on  the  threshold. 
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That  evening  she  followed  the  ^low  of  Roger 
Ballantine's  dgar  to  a  little  pavilion  at  the  foot  of 
the  garden. 

"Is  that  you,  daughter?"  he  asked,  as  she  came 
through  the  dark. 

"It's  Sheila." 

"The  same  thing,"  he  said,  making  room  for  her 
beside  him.  "Haven't  I  called  you  'daughter'  be- 
fore?" 

"No,"sherepUed. 

"Well,  it's  the  way  I  think  of  you,"  he  added. 
"Always." 

Her  throat  tightened. 

"You  make  it  harder,"  she  said  after  a  moment, 
"but  I  must  do  it.  I  should  loathe  myself  if  I 
didn't.  I  —  I  am  going  to  leave  Tom.  He  will  not 
see  that  I  could  deceive  him  in  one  thing  —  live  a  lie, 
as  he  puts  it  —  and  yet  be  true  to  him  in  everything 
else.  I  might  be  some  cheap  little  adventuress  who 
had  tricked  him.  He  distrusts  me  through  and 
through." 

He  drew  the  story  from  her  in  fragments.  She 
was  too  stirred,  by  turns  heartsick  and  indignant, 
to  tell  it  calmly. 

"So  I'm  going  to  leave  him."  she  repeated.  "I 
must" 
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"Have  you  said  as  much  to  Tom?"  asked  Roger 
gravely. 

"No.  He'd  have  doubted  that  too  — thought  it 
an  empty  threat,  another  trick.  It's  useless  for  us 
to  talk  to  each  other.  Every  word  we  speak  seems 
to  drive  us  farther  apart.  The  time  for  words  is 
past.    I  must  act." 

"And  this  is  the  first  step  you've  taken?" 

"Coming  to  you?  Of  course.  What  else  could  I 
do?" 

"You  might  have  done  several  spectacular  things. 
You  might  have  hurled  your  clothes  in  a  trunk,  left 
your  wedding  ring  on  the  bureau,  flung  out  of  the 
house,  got  your  name  and  mine  in  the  papers." 

"After  all  you've  been  to  me  I  I  wouldn't  hurt 
you  for  worlds." 

"Yet  you  want  to  pull  up  stakes.  Has  it  crossed 
your  mind  that  you'll  be  leaving  me  too?" 

Sheila  wrung  her  hands. 

"I've  been  thinking  of  it  for  hours,"  she  said. 
"How  could  I  forget  it?  I  love  you  ahnost  as  much 
as  I  love  Daddy  Joe." 

"Enough  to  do  something  for  my  sake?" 

"Oh,  don't  ask  me  to  let  things  go  on  as  they  are," 
she  pleaded.  "You  wouldn't  respect  me  if  I  simply 
drifted.  I  shouldn't  respect  myself.  And  Tom  — 
he'd  think  even  less  of  me  than  he  does.  He  would 
despise  me  and  have  reason  to  despise  me.  I'd 
seem  as  brazen  and  mercenary  as  the  lowest  of  the 
low.    Don't  ask  me  to  humiliate  myself  like  that." 

"I  shan't,"  he  reassured.  "All  I  want  you  to  do 
is  avoid  an  open  break.  I  know  as  well  as  you  that 
there's  no  reasoning  with  any  one  in  his  present  state 
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of  mind.  I  know  too,  though  you  have  left  it  unsaid, 
that  he  is  as  bitter  toward  me  as  he  is  toward  you.  He 
looks  on  us  as  a  pair  of  conspirators,  and  only  cool 
reflection  will  bring  him  to  his  senses.  Give  him  a 
chance  to  reflect,  Sheila.  Give  him  a  few  days' 
grace  before  you  decide  that  the  partnership  is  a 
failure." 
It  seemed  to  her  that  they  had  merely  rounded  a 

circle. 

"But  that  means  letting  things  go  on  as  they  are," 
she  said.  "I  shall  be  in  the  same  intolerable  position 
—  every  day  sink  lower  in  his  eyes." 

"His  eyes  are  gomg  to  have  a  change  of  scene," 
rejoined  Roger  decisively.  "There's  a  snarl  in  one 
of  our  western  branches  which  he  may  as  well  tackle. 
I'll  start  him  off  to-morrow." 

Some  hours  later  she  heard  Tom  enter  their  sitting 
room.  The  door  between  was  now  closed,  but  his 
movements  were  as  easy  to  follow  as  they  had  been 
that  afternoon.  Once  again  he  ransacked  his  dressing 
room,  this  time  in  earnest,  and  presently  summoned  a 
servant  to  aid  him.  Finally  the  man  went  out 
burdened,  and,  after  an  interval  of  silence,  Tom  walked 
slowly  to  her  door  and  knocked. 

"Yes?"  she  said  with  a  swift  rejection  of  "Come." 

He  loomed  in  dark  silhouette  agamst  the  lamplight 
of  the  room  behind. 

"I  presume  the  packing  has  kept  you  awake,"  he 
said,  "but  it  had  to  be  done.  I  am  going  away  on 
business  in  the  morning  —  out  West.  I  can't  tell 
when  I'll  be  home." 

She  could  make  nothing  of  his  face,  but  his  tone 
was  one  of  frozen  martyrdom. 
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"I  don't  know  of  anything  to  hurry  you  back,"  she 
replied. 

"Nor  I,"  said  he. 

"Or  to  keep  you  now,"  she  added,  turning  her 
cheek  to  the  pillow,  but  keeping  watch  from  beneath 
her  lashes.    "  Good  night." 

His  silhouette  gained  in  majesty. 

"It's  good-by,"  he  stated  haughtily,  "unless  you 
expect  to  be  down  earlier  than  usual." 

"I  don't,"  she  said.    "Good-by." 

He  spun  on  his  heel,  stalked  across  the  sitting  room, 
and  snapped  off  the  light. 

"Tom!" 

He  stumbled  over  a  chair  in  his  hasty  return. 

"Well?" 

"Please  shut  my  door,"  she  requested. 

The  detonation  shook  her  bed. 

Thinking  it  over  in  the  darkness,  she  felt  a  lift  of 
hope.  Perhaps  he  akeady  repented  of  his  harsh 
injustice?  Perhaps  only  pride  held  him  from  her? 
Surely  love  had  tugged  at  his  heartstrings  when  he 
came  back  to  her  threshold.  A  step  or  two  farther,  a 
word  of  tenderness,  a  touch,  and  she  would  have  for- 
given him  freely.  She  had  not  dared  let  him  see  her 
eagerness  to  forgive.  If  he  knew  how  little  she 
required  of  him !  She  would  not  wish  him  to  abase 
himself.  He  need  not  unsay  his  bitter  words.  A 
mere  sign  of  contrition  would  suflSce.  But  he  must 
give  that  sign.  She  believed  that  he  would  give  it 
before  he  left  and,  by  and  by,  dreamed  that  they  were 
not  estranged  at  all  and  that  what  she  had  taken  for 
estrangement  was  itself  a  dream. 

Still  full  of  this  \ision,  she  still  hoped  when  dawn 
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woke  her  to  reality.  The  voices  of  the  morning 
cheered  her.  The  lord  of  a  distant  poultry  yard 
challenged  the  crows  in  the  hemlocks  bordering  the 
river.  Gulls  began  to  whistle  and  forage  in  the  bay, 
pigeons  to  croon  in  the  gravel  drive  below  her 
windows.  Sparrows  with  no  ear  for  music  mocked 
the  robins  and  orioles  in  the  elms.  A  pair  of  squirrels 
frisked  and  chattered  in  the  eaves.  No  idling  for  her ! 
Soon  every  second  would  be  precious.  She  dressed 
for  his  coming  and  pictured  his  coming  while  she 
dressed.  His  first  glance  would  proclaim  his  remorse, 
his  rekindled  faith,  his  need  of  her.  And  her  first 
glance  would  pardon.  What  stanmiered  speech  of 
his  or  hers  could  bind  them  closer  ?  Then  they  would 
breakfast  together  —  alone.  And  she  would  go  with 
him  to  the  station  —  alone.  Her  face  should  be  the 
last  he  would  see,  her  farewell  kiss  his  most  poignant 
memory. 

Presently  a  servant  tiptoed  past  her  door,  tapped 
softly  at  one  of  the  guest  rooms  and  softly  returned, 
and,  ahnost  at  once,  she  heard  Tom  come  striding 
along  the  corridor  and  without  pausing,  without  even 
slackening  his  pace,  go  by  and  on  and  descend  the 
stairs.  She  was  answered.  The  sun  which  had  gone 
down  on  his  wrath  had  risen  again  to  find  it  un- 
appeased.  Useless  to  stay  herself  with  dreams.  Use- 
less to  cheat  her  intelligence  with  the  poor  hope  that  he 
would  yet  trample  on  his  pride,  rush  bade  to  her, 
sweep  her  into  his  arms.  Had  he  desired  a  reconcilia- 
tion he  would  have  come  to  her  without  delay.  He  did 
not  desire  it.  Last  night's  crashing  door  had  voiced 
his  final  message. 

For  unreckoned  minutes,  half  an  hour,  a  lifetime, 
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Ae  sat  staring  at  vacanqr.  Then  a  car  rounded  the 
house  and  halted  at  the  portico,  and  she  started  to 
her  feet  only  to  sink  back  with  a  shrug  of  self-con- 
tempt. Why  should  she  gaze  after  him?  Where- 
upon, a  woman's  laugh,  a  laugh  she  knew,  rippled 
above  the  throb  of  the  engine,  and  with  a  bound  she 
reached  the  window  and  in  a  fury  of  jealousy  peered 
through  the  blinds.  It  was  Ethel  who  had  crept 
from  hjr  room  without  a  sound;  Ethel,  r  idy  to 
usurp  her  place  j  Ethel,  armored  to  distract  and 
beguile. 

They  were  in  plain  view.    Their  voices  rose  clearly. 

Did  I  surprise  you,  Tom?    I  meant  to  run  in 

town  to-uay  and  thought  it  would  be  jolly  to  catch 

your  train.    I  simply  jumped  into  my  clothes,  though. 

Is  anything  missing?    Do  look  me  over." 

Densely  masculine,  he  did  her  bidding. 

"Your  maid  couldn't  have  turned  you  out  better. 
But  have  you  had  anything  to  eat?" 

"Not  a  mouthful,"  she  replied,  with  another 
laugh.  But  it  doesn't  matter.  We'll  get  a  bite 
together  in  New  York." 

"Good  idea,"  he  said.  "By  then  I'U  have  a  real 
appetite  myself." 

He  helped  her  into  the  car.  The  chauffeur  touched 
a  gloved  fore-finger  to  his  cap.  They  were  off.  Side 
by  side,  without  a  backward  glance,  they  vanished 
and  after  a  UtUe  while,  emboldened  by  the  silence 
outdoors  and  in,  the  squirrel  and  his  mate  began  again 
to  frohc  in  the  eaves. 

That  day  Roger  took  her  to  the  hospital,  went  with 
ter  to  her  father's  room,  and  during  his  stay  casually 
broke  the  news  of  Tom's  journey. 
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"Somebody  had  to  hotfoot  it  out  there,"  he  added 
"and  I  thought  the  exercise  would  be  healthier  fo 
him  than  me." 

She  was  grateful,  but,  alone  with  Joe  for  a  momen 
at  the  end  of  the  visit,  she  had  only  to  meet  his  eye 
to  know  that  he  suspected  the  truth.  He  did  no 
question  her,  however. 

"Had  a  talk  with  my  sawbones  this  morning,"  h( 
said.    "Not   that  young   squirt  of   an   interne, 
mean  the  real  one.    He  thinks  it  won't  be  long  befon 
I  can  change  my  boarding  place." 

"I'm  sure  it  won't,"  she  replied.  "And  I'll  be  or 
the  lookout  for  another  —  some  cool  spot  near  thi 
water  where  we  can  be  together  every  day  and  as  lonj 
as  we  please.    Doesn't  that  sound  good  to  you  ?  " 

"Fine,"  he  said.  "But  I'd  doped  out  a  different 
progiamme.  I  figured  that  as  soon  as  I  got  the  hanj 
of  a  pair  of  crutches  I'd  make  for  the  Jersey  coast 
It  can't  touch  Connecticut  for  scenery,  but  there's 
more  of  a  tang  in  the  air." 

"Very  well,"  she  agreed.  "We'll  go  wher  er  yoi 
like." 

He  smiled  up  at  her. 

"Hard  to  shake,  aren't  you?" 

"Yes,"  she  said.  " Don't  try  it.  Daddy  Joe.  Tn 
going  along.  I  shall  stay  with  you  till  you're  welj 
again." 

The  resolve  had  come  to  her  on  the  spur  of  the 
moment,  but  it  seemed  none  the  less  reasonable  as  she 
turned  it  over  in  her  mind  during  the  dragging  days 
that  followed.  If  she  went  away  to  care  for  her  father 
no  one  could  say  that  she  had  deserted  Tom.  As  foi 
Tom  himself,  he  might  think  what  he  chose.    She  had 
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given  up  the  vain  enigma  of  his  thoughU.  Not  a 
line  for  her  had  come  from  him.  Hut  for  Roger  »he 
would  have  known  nothing  of  his  movements.  Mrs. 
Ballantine  excluded  her  son's  name  from  the  tepid 
remarks  she  dropped  when  they  met.  Unless  her 
husband  was  present  —  and  business  now  took  him 
away  daily  —  her  pose  was  one  of  pained  submission 
to  the  cross  which  Providence  had  saddled  upon  her. 
That  this  was  a  pose,  Sheila  was  certain.  She  had 
seen  the  sorrowing  mother  off  her  guard.  Her 
stained-glass  resignation  was  detachable.  It  had 
no  more  intimate  roots  than  the  "transformation" 
which  outdid  clumsy  nature  on  her  brow. 

But  they  met  seldom.  Ethel  had  brought  the 
atmosphere  of  the  New  York  house  to  Sasquatuck. 
Here  as  there  the  family  made  their  personal  engage- 
ments, saw  their  own  friends,  lived  their  separate 
lives.  They  were  like  transients  in  a  sparsely 
patronized  and  highly  formal  hotel.  And  it  was 
as  a  transient  that  Sheila  now  saw  herself.  She  did 
not  bemoan  her  isolation.  She  prayed  that  it  might 
continue  till  the  hour  of  her  release.  Her  one  anxiety 
was  that  Tom  would  find  her  still  lingering  here  on 
his  return.  She  could  not  endure  that  thought,  and 
at  last  told  Roger  that  she  could  not  endure  it.  She 
flung  it  at  him  pell-mell,  a  torrent  of  protest  and  en- 
treaty—  her  humiliation,  her  pride,  her  plan.  He 
must  be  made  to  see  that  she  had  yielded  to  the  last 
ditch  short  of  complete  and  ignoble  surrender. 

"But  I  agree  with  you,"  he  said  quietly. 

"You'U  let  me  go?" 

"I  want  you  to  go.  You  mean  as  much  to  me  as 
you  do  to  that  plucky  chap  lying  in  the  hospital. 
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I'm  as  keen  as  he  to  have  you  preserve  your  self- 
respect.  I'm  not  only  willing  for  you  to  leave  with 
him  —  I've  arranged  for  it  with  his  consent." 

"With  his  consent  I" 

"We've  been  thicker  than  you  knew.  Moreover  I 
have  talked  with  the  doctor.  It  would  be  some  time 
before  such  a  trip  as  you  plan  would  be  practical,  but 
mine  can  be  managed  at  once.  You  wouldn't  mind  a 
little  of  Miss  Perrin's  company?" 

"Mind  I"    Her  face  Ughted. 

"I  thought  not,  and  so  I  got  in  touch  with  her  the 
other  day.  She's  spending  a  few  weeks  at  a  hotel  on 
the  Sound  outside  of  New  London,  and  by  good  luck 
there's  a  sanitarium  close  at  hand  which  is  no  more 
expensive  and  a  hundred  per  cent,  more  cheerful  t' 
the  Southwark  hospital.  You  could  stop  there  y^ 
self,  but  I'd  rather  you  wouldn't.  I'd  prefer  to  hav-. 
you  register  at  the  Grafton  as  'Miss  Moore'  — a 
friend  of  Miss  Perrin's.  I'll  feel  better  to  have  you 
with  her  at  first.  There's  nobody  who  understands 
you  better  —  or  me.  I've  known  her  a  lone  while, 
Sheila." 

"I  felt  that  you  had,"  she  said. 

"Did  she  tell  you  that  we  are  old  friends?" 

"Not  outright.  But  once  she  let  something  fall 
about  books  that  brought  back  what  you  said  about 
the  girl  who  helped  choose  your  library,  and  I  was 
sure  then  that  she  must  have  been  that  girl." 

"Yes,"  he  replied.  "It  was  Sophie.."  His  -aze 
questioned  space.  "My  wife  doesn't  know,"  he 
went  on  slowly.  "She  never  came  to  the  office  while 
Sophie  was  my  right  bower.  I  intended  to  mention 
it  when  we  went  up  to  the  school  that  time,  but  they 
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didn  t  take  to  each  other,  and  I  changed  my  mind  " 
He  paused.  "Women  are  like  that,"  he  added 
and  paused  again.  "Well  "  he  resumed  briskly, 
that  s  the  programme.  Vv^.  '!1  niake  the  run  in  the 
Pastime  and  have  an  ambulance  ai  both  ends  of 
the  hne." 

They  embarked  next  .;.  >-Jro  at  a  dock  not  far 
from  the  hospital,  passed  from  river  to  Sound  and 
headmg  eastward,  glimpsed  the  long  white  dwelling 
under  the  ehns.  Wreathed  in  mist,  it  looked  the 
ghost  of  a  house,  and  it  was  with  ghosts  in  truth 
that  Sheila  peopled  it  as  it  dropped  swiftly  astern. 
^  But  It  was  no  reahn  of  shades  she  reached  at  her 
journey's  end.  The  great  summer  hotel  on  the  rocks 
was  of  the  world,  worldly,  and  the  Sophie  Perrin  who 
made  her  welcome  had  lost  none  of  her  vitality,  her 
breezy  confidence,  her  grip  on  things  as  they  are. 

"So  much  for  the  wrong  side  of  the  ledger,"  she 
said,  their  first  night  together  after  Sheila  had  put  the 
situation  before  her.    "Now  let's  take  a  look  at  the 
assets.    You  have  youth,  beauty,  brains,  and  health. 
Youve  virtually  had   that   other  fairy  godmother 
gift,  wealth,  for  you  have  seen  it  at  close  quarters 
You  have  picked  up  not  only  what  passes  for  an  edu- 
cation, but  a  certain  amount  of  the  experience  of  life 
which  IS  education.    Just  now  you  may  feel  that  you'd 
prefer  ignorance  to  some  of  your  knowledge  of  human 
nature,  but  you  must  get  rid  of  that  feeling.    It 
leads  to  self-pity,  and  self-pity  leads  nowhere.    Plenty 
of  marriages  fail.    Possibly  yours  has  failed.    Face 
the  possibility.    Don't  count  on  any  one  but  your- 
self.   Thank  your  stars  that  you  once  earned  your 
own  Uving  and  it  need  be  can  do  it  again." 
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She  spoke  in  the  strain  she  judged  would  best  help 
this  girl  to  find  herself.  At  heart  she  grieved  for  her 
plight,  and  two  days  later  her  real  tenderness  went  out 
to  her  in  ungrudging  measure.  Sheila  had  set  forth  for 
the  sanitarium  that  morning  with  a  step  as  buoyant 
as  Sophie's.  She  came  dragging  back,  white,  haggard, 
distraught. 

"I  must  get  work,"  she  said.    "Make  money." 

"  But  what  is  it  ?  Have  you  had  bad  news  —  heard 
from  your  husband  ?  " 

"Tom?"  She  shook  her  head.  "No;  I  haven't 
heard  from  him.  I  don't  expect  to  hear.  I've 
stopped  counting  on  him  —  just  as  you  said  I  must. 
And  I'm  not  pitying  myself.  Don't  think  that.  It's 
my  father  I  pity.  He'll  never  be  able  to  do  his  old 
work  —  the  new  doctor  told  me  so.  Something  is 
wrong  with  the  tendons.    He'll  always  be  lame." 


CHAPTER  TWENTY-EIGHT 

They  ranged  the  field  of  woman's  work  and,  seen 
through  Sophie  Perrin's  eyes,  this  field  was  bound- 
less. 

"Look  at  what  the  'weaker  sex*  are  doing  in  this 
war,"  she  said.  "Everywhere  they've  taken  up  the 
tasks  men  have  dropped.  We're  living  in  another 
Renaissance  —  Woman's  Renaissance.  To-day  no 
woman  worth  her  salt  fears  to  fight  her  own  battle. 
To-day  no  woman  with  a  soul  above  that  of  an  oda- 
lisque will  subject  herself  to  the  whims  of  a  man  rather 
than  strike  out  for  her-^ 

There  was  nothing  ai.  th  the  temper  of  Sheila's 

soul,  but  she  thought  ..c  could  better  appreciate 
than  Sophie  what  an  odalisque  would  feel  if  pitched 
into  the  world.  Her  own  attainments  seemed  chiefly 
omamental.  Save  the  elementary  rules  of  sales- 
manship, what  in  sober  fact  did  she  know  that  was 
practical?  To  what  could  she  at  once  turn  her  hand 
that  would  promise  more  than  a  living  wage  for  her- 
self alone?  Her  fathc.  o  insurance  money  would 
merely  cover  his  urgent  needs.  The  chance  that  he 
might  obtain  damage,  irom  the  railroad  company 
was  best  left  out  of  the  reckoning.  Such  claims 
often  dragged  for  years  and  profited  no  one  but  the 
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lawyers.  And  out  of  the  reckoning  also  she  cast  th 
hope  that  he,  middle-aged,  a  cripple,  could  begii 
life  anew.  It  was  she  who  must  safeguard  thei 
future,  be  the  breadwinner,  maintain  the  home. 

But  how?  Where?  Her  thoughts  turned  towarc 
the  goal  of  Daddy  Joe's  recent  dreams,  the  goldei 
El  Dorado  which  now  he  would  never  reach.  If  press 
agents  could  be  believed,  giris  not  so  well  equipped  ai 
she  were  earning  vast  sums  by  acting  for  the  films 
Gumpel  had  said  —  but  the  man's  gross  flesh  came 
between  her  and  his  words,  tamted  the  world  oJ 
which  he  was  a  part.  Yet,  had  none  like  him  infested 
It,  that  way  was  clearly  not  for  her.  She  owed 
Roger  Ballantine  too  much  to  cry  her  wares  in  so 
public  a  market.  Her  father  would  never  consent 
to  let  her  follow  in  the  footsteps  of  Lew  Pam.  It  was 
for  no  such  destiny  that  her  mother  had  filled  the 
hope  chest. 

Then,  out  of  the  mystery  of  her  subconsciousness, 
like  a  voice  from  the  air,  flashed  her  inspiration. 

"Listen!"  she  exclaimed.  "After  all,  the  0113 
thing  I  can  do  fairly  well  is  sell  goods.  I  know  how 
to  handle  customers  —  how  to  help  them  make  up 
their  minds  without  giving  them  the  feeling  that 
they're  being  driven.  It's  like  a  game,  and  I  used  to 
enjoy  playing  it.  And  if  I  enjoyed  doing  it  for  an 
employer,  I'd  put  twice  the  energy  into  doing  it  for 
myself.  And  I  have  something  of  my  own  to  sell, 
Miss  Perrin.  You  once  told  me  that  those  thiigs 
which  belonged  to  my  mother  are  valuable.  Now  is 
the  time  to  prove  it.  I  never  thought  I  could  bring 
myself  to  part  with  them  —  for  money."  Her  voice 
faltered.    "They're  so  precious  that  — oh,  I  can't 
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teU  you  how  much  they  mean  to  me.    But  my  inde- 

Llf^n,  u        T  ""P.^"'  '  ^'^S*  ^*  I  l^ow  She  her- 
eU  would  use  them  if  she  were  standing  in  my  place. 
1 11  start  a  gift  shop  -make  her  hope  chest  fomid * 
busmess  —  deserve  its  name." 
Sophie  looked  her  frank  admiration. 
I  m  proud  of  you,"  she  said  slowly.    "That  is 
more  than  a  sound  commercial  idea,    if's  a  tr^pe 
cal^a  declaraUon  of  independence,  a  creed  »        ^" 
They  began  to  shape  a  definite  plan,  and  here  the 

MhntTc'atf  f r "'"r '''''  '^^"^  -^-^^' -d 

Walk  ^^        '"""^  '°'^  ^°  ^^  Board 

"NetL^  WH^  "^^  '"^T  ''^'°"^"  ^»*d  Sophie. 
JNever.    You  d  no  more  than  be  ready  when  voi,r 

birds  would  have  flown.    And,  even  if  it'^w^re  eaS 

than  It  IS,  It  would  be  a  mistake  for  you  to  take  a 

shop.    Keep  down  the  overhead  chargL  til  you  are 

on  your  feet.    Let  some  one  else  worr>  over  rent 

day.    Here  is  the  spot  for  you  to  try  your  e^erf 

ment- right  here  in  the  Grafton,  whkhTcrZ  d 

now  and  wJl  be  for  weeks  to  come.    It's  perflctly 

easible.    There  are  often  sales  of  one  sort  or^othe^ 

n  the  smaU  parlors  of!  that  peacock  alley  between 

the  lobby  and  the  main  dming  room.    Some  one 

^owed  gowns  just  before  you  came.    Let  me  go  to 

the  manager.    I  have  known  him  for  years  " 

She  went  in  search  of  him  and  after  half  an  hour 
returned  triumphant. 

"He's  willing,"  she  announced.    "It  was  spttl^ri 

«  the  end,  I  va  spent  m  listening  to  his  views  on  our 
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foreign  policy  and  a  fancy  sketch  of  his  new  oranj 

grove  in  Florida.    His  wife,  by  the  way,  was  one  ( 

my  pupils,  but  I  did  not  mix  friendship  with  yoi 

affair.    He's  a  business  man  first  of  all,  and  first  c 

all  I  t&lke '  ten  per  cent.    He  took  my  word  for  i 

that  the  things  are  unusual,  and  that  the  price  marli 

will  reflect  the  high  cost  of  living.    Then,  as  I  sa) 

we  discussed  submarLnes  and  oranges.    The  latte 

topic  wasn't  so  irrelevant  as  you  might  think.    I 

reminded  him  that  he  also  had  a  hotel  in  Florida  am 

gave  me  an  opemng  to  suggest  that,  if  you  did  wel 

here,  it  would  pay  him  to  let  you  in  at  Pahn  Beach 

But  you  needn't  worry  on  that  score.    It's  pro 

foundly  true  that  nothing  succeeds  like  success.    I 

business  that's  a  go  doesn't  have  to  ask  favors.    I 

grants  them.    It's  the  start  that  sends  shivers  througl 

the  timid  pocket  nerve." 

Sheila  threw  her  arms  round  her. 

"You're  a  wonderful  woman  —  a  wonderful  friend,' 

she  said.    "You've  laid  hold  a£  if  this  venture  were 

your  own." 

Sophie  laughed. 

"I  ahnost  wish  it  were,"  she  replied.  "I'm  a  real 
American.  I  love  to  take  a  chance.  But  now  let's 
get  down  to  details.  Where  is  your  stock  in  trade?" 
"The  hope  chest?  In  the  house  at  Sasquatuck. 
I'll  write  Mr.  Ballantine  at  once  — tell  him  what 
I've  learned  about  father,  what  I  want  to  do." 

"You  mean  what  you  intend  to  do.  Make  it 
positive.  Don't  give  him  the  unpression  that  you 
can  be  talked  out  of  it.  You  are  standing  up  for 
somethmg  that's  worth  while,  and  he'll  be  quick  to 
grasp  it  or  I  don't  know  Roger  Ballantine.    He'll 
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not  oppose  you,  Sheila.    Your  coming  here  under 
your  maiden  name  simplifies  everything.    No-  he'll 
not  oppose  you.   He'U  respect  your  backbone.   Would 
you  care  to  have  me  see  him  ?  " 
"Could  you?" 

"If  he's  to  be  in  New  York  to-morrow  I  can.    I 
must  go  down  on  a  school  matter  and  may  stay  over- 
night.    I U  make  a  point  of  seeing  him,  and  I'll  also 
call  on  some  of  the  wholesale  people  who  deal  in  table 
hnen  and  embroideries.    I  know  of  one  firm  that 
handles  more  or  less  convent  work,  the  very  sort  of 
thmgs  to  add  to  your  own." 
''Haven't  I  enough  to  begin  with?" 
"To  begin  with,  yes;    but  not  enough  to  carry 
you  far.    Your  supply  isn't  as  large  as  it  seems.    It 
might  melt  away  altogether  the  very  day  you  open 
lye  seen  women  at  resorts  go  mad  in  a  body  and 
fairly  mob  some  Syrian  peddling  sleazy  rubbish. 
Speaking  of  rubbish,  you  will  require  a  consigmnent 
of  It  yourself  when  you  start  your  real  gift  shop- 
freakish  dmner  favors,  art  nouveau  gimcracks,  local 
souyemrs,  and  like  horrors.    But  here  your  problem 
IS  simple.    You'll  have  only  one  line  to  pu^h,  and 
only  one  class  of  customers  to  study.    These  women 
can  discriminate,  but  they're  not  immune  to  the 
shopping  fever,  and  they  have  ample  means  to  gratify 
It  when  it   seizes   them.    We  mustn't   be  caught 
napping.    We  must  prepare  for  emergencies,  mix 
in  otner  work,  samples  at  least  -  perhaps  I  can  get 
them  on  approval -and  stand  ready  to  fill  orders. 
Don  t  think  I  m  letting  my  enthusiasm  run  away  witii 
me     Im  no  relation  whatever  to  Colonel  Mulberry 
beUers,  and  I  don't  dream  except  when  I'm  asleep 
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k^.V  f""*^^  proposition,  and  we  must  look 
It  in  a  businesslike  way." 

Uon  of  the  gospel  she  preached,  and  SheUa  w< 

ILu^Ir^ir'**"  '^  ^.''  ^*^^''-    She  had  need 

coura'?e.    Unaware  of  the  doctor's  verdict,  Toe  sd 

auy  plans  which  wrung  her  heart  with  their  futiUi 

She  said  nothing  to  undeceive  him.    All  too  so 

he  himself  would  doubt  and  question.    Then,  wh 

even  his  spirit  drooped,  she  would  uphft  hSi  wi 

her  good  news  teU  him  what  she  had  achieved,  wh 

they  would  achieve  together  as  partners  by  aid  b 

Neither  spoke  openly  of  Tom.    Since  the  day  C: 

casually  mentioned  his  sudden  departure,  they  ha 

avoided  his  name.    She  felt  sure  that  he  could  n 

mistake  die  meaning  of  his  long  absence  and  as  ce 

aU  his  talk  ran  the  bUthe  assumption  that  she  wou 

Slii^H  h'  ^If^^^^f  d  ^rom  which  his  mishap  h. 
recalled  her  It  would  go  hard  with  him  when  thi 
A-eam  met  the  stem  logic  of  facts.    She  foresaw  tha 

ptr^^itJ^ed^^^''^^^^^^^"^^^^^^ 
"Do  you  know,"  she  said  abrupt^,  "I  haven'i 

Joe's  eyes  twinkled. 

JT^V^^^lr"^"^"''  ^  ^P*  *o  loaf  around  your 
neighborhood,  Sheila  Ballantine." 

"But  I  felt  the  same  when  f  was  SheUa  Moore" 

I  never  womed  lest  I  couldn't  earn  more.    Aild  it 
wasn  t  because  I  knew  that  at  a  pinch  I  could  fall 
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^,  ,  -  ,  — «- -^  wasn't  airaid.  Any  woman 
worA  her  salt  can  make  her  own  way  nowaST^ 
We  re  ^g  out  that  there  are  thousands  of  thin« 
t  which  we  can  turn  our  hands.  Think  of  what 
TreXsr  ^??f„^,^"^.°P«,^Wle  the  men  are  in  the 
v^^u  ,7^*''*'  ^^""""^  borrowed  so  freely,  she 
helped  herself  to  more.    "  We're  Uving  in  a  new  age  " 

''?:ifr^'^-  '^"^  ^  ^'"^'-'^  Renaisrce?'' 

"And  ':L'':^ii^^:::^';!!'''''  '^^  ^^  --^- 

"A  t^c  of  rebirth  -  a  general  waking  up.  And 
I  m  waking  up  too,  Daddy  Joe.  I  wasn't  meant  to 
stick  ma  rut.    You'll  yet  hear  of  me  launching  out." 

But  he  refused  to  take  her  seriously. 

"Sure  I  will,"  he  assented.  "It'U  be  in  the  Pas- 
ttme  Thats  certainly  some  boat.  I'm  glad  I  had 
assail  m  her.    It  made  me  feel  like  a  millionaire  my- 

It  seemed  to  her  that  by  a  mad  caprice  of  fate  they 
had  changed  places.  She  had  become  the  parent 
who  saw  hfe  as  it  was,  he  the  child  who  dwelt  in  the 
rose-colored  world  of  imagination.  So  be  it.  Let 
mm  keep  his  illusions  while  he  might. 

Giving  him  such  hours  as  she  could  snatch  from  the 

Sff  .1?*^^  *^'  ^"r'^'  '^"  ^^°"*  ^  knowledge 
did  the  thing  she  had  to  do.  And  now  no  doubt 
that  It  was  the  thing  to  do  assailed  her.  She  was 
acting  with  the  sanction  of  Roger  Ballantine. 

Go  ahead,"  ran  his  laconic  reply.     "I  would  not 
stop  you  if  I  could." 

Sophie  Perrin  smiled  over  this  note. 

''He  was  rather  more  expansive  with  me,"  she  said. 

ue  told  me  that  he  was  damned  proud  of  your  grit." 
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"I  couldn't  ask  more  tin 


"Did  he?"  cried  Sheila, 
that." 

"Nor  I.  I'd  feel  as  if  I  had  been  decorated  f 
valor.  But  to  j  ay  mind  he  has  paid  you  a  still  great 
compliment  in  not  offering  to  help." 

"But  why  should  he?  He  knows  that  I  cou 
not  take  a  penny  from  him  for  my  father's  suppoi 
He  knows  that  I  shan't  accept  anything  for  myse 
hereafter.  I  wrote  him  that  my  allowance  mu; 
stop.    If  he  sends  me  money,  I'll  return  it." 

"He  won't,"  predicted  Sophie.  "That  isn't  h 
way." 

Midnight  of  a  Thursday  saw  them  ready,  and  earl 
the  next  morning  Sheila  let  herself  into  the  showroon 
made  a  final  tour  of  the  tables  and  then,  with  quids 
ened  breath  and  weakened  knees,  threw  wide  th 
doors  to  fortune. 

She  had  tij  iple  leisure  to  regain  her  poise  befor 
PeLcock  Alky  vame  to  life  and  still  another  vast  spai 
of  waiting  before  any  of  the  sex  which  needlewor] 
allures  drifted  by  to  breakfast.    These  forerunner 
were  one  and  all  of  advanced  years  and,  if  the  timi 
they  spent  in  the  dining  room  was  a  fair  measure  o 
their  appetite,  they  stuffed  themselves  with  a  reck 
lessness  which  might  well  prove  fatal.    But  whj 
should  only  the  aged  eat?    Where  were  the  youngei 
fair,  the  girls,  the  near-giris,  the  still  more  girlish 
matrons   of   the   unconfessed    forties   who    usuallj 
swarmed  the  corridors?    Dieting?    111?  Decamped? 
Then  Sophie,  robed  in  crisp  whiteness,  came  sn^il- 
ing  in  and  lifted  her  from  the  abyss  of  her  dark  con- 
jectures. 
"Breakfasted  ? "  she  asked. 
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"Hours  ago.  But  nobody  else  has -that  is 
nobody  who  counts.  TTm  place  looks  like  an  old 
ladies  h^e  to^Iay.    You're  the  first  woman^nder 

who  has  so  much  as  glanced  through  the  doorwav 
Where  are  our  customers  ?  "  aoorway. 

dance.    There  was  a  dance,  you  know." 

I  do  remember  hearing  music,"  said  Sheila,  "but 

She  stood  amazed  at  her  maturity.    "Oh,  wdl-   if 
""J""'  t.?"^  ^°^^"^^'  I  ^'    I«  there  anything 

Sophie's  glance  skimmed  the  tables  and  with  a  mern- 
'^',1?'T\^''^  '^  ^j  giri's  glowing  lovelinesT^ 
Yes,     she  returned.    "I  have  one  suggestion 
You  are  an  important  part  of  the  display  fomZ 
Stand  where  you  can  be  seen  from  the  door  " 

SheUa  laughed  and  blushed. 

"Is  that  business?" 

"BaUantine  and  Hoyt  would  think  so.    I'm  merely 
taking  a  leaf  from  their  book  "  "^ereiy 

supped  from  Sheila's  amdous  mind.  Serving  a 
ounter  for  BaUantine  and  Hoyt  was  a  f™more 
tranquil  task  than  this.  No  wonder  she  hS  X„ 
no  thought  of  the  future  in  those  days!  She  auUd 
T^f  JmL"^^  "r  -Po-Mty  than  a  butterSy 
roJnT     ^^^  ^°"^''  ^"^tering  from  the  dining 

^y  in  theu:  discovery,  and  prompUy  turned  in  at 
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"Good  morning/'  laid  White  FUuineli.  "i 
these  thing!  for  sale?" 

"Yes,"  said  Sheila  gravely.    "Are  you  interesi 
in  needlework?" 
"Rather  (" 

"Oh,  tremendously,"  chimed  in  his  feUow  humor 
in  Norfolk  jacket  and  knickers.  "We  want  to  i 
everything." 

Her  gesture  bestowed  the  freedom  of  the  roo; 
but  they  seemed  loath  to  stray  from  her  immedi« 
neighborhood. 

"Is  this  sale  for  the  Belgians?"  asked  the  N< 
folk. 

"No,"  she  repUed.    "For  Americans." 
White  Flannels  applauded  this  innovation  ai 
wished  her  luck. 

"Thank  you,"  she  said.  "That  sampler  is  vei 
quaint,  isn't  it?" 

"Sampler?" 

"The  one  in  your  hands." 

He  perceived  that  he  had  hands  and  that  they  hel 
a  sampler. 

"Seems  to  have  a  motto  on  it,"  he  remarked. 

"Yes,"  she  assented.    "Samplers  often  have." 

"What  does  it  say?"  he  asked,  improving  ti 
chance  for  a  closer  approach.  "Your  eyes  ar 
younger  than  mine." 

"'Modesty  is  the  Handmaid  of  Virtue',"  she  reai 
with  careful  enunciation. 

He  dropped  the  fabric  as  if  it  scorched  his  fingers 
and  the  Norfolk  jacket  inconsiderately  laughed.  I 
was  a  full-throated  laugh  which  carried  to  Peacod 
Alley  and,  drawn  by  its  promise,  hopeful  faces  blockec 
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pr^ll^  Wdt.  FU^eU  wo.  hi.  way  U«ough  U,. 

"Do  you?" 
hJ::;;'^!?.?^-    "'--' ^t  ampler  thing. 

at  h«  Jjfc^'  "^*^'  "  ^  ^^on  and  he  hJs 

"rU  take  It,"  he  said  gamely, 
a  A^^^.^F^  his  purchase,  she  was  stabbed  with 
JfS^n,r,f^'L°".-?  '"^  meaning -the  scattering 
?    !^  »ost  cherished  treasure  had  begun;  but  she 

'!^o„    ^'J*^?  c<^Pa«ion  on  her  first  patron       ' 

"Is  S,^1k«(T'  'V  y°"  ^°°^'"  «he  suggested. 
^^  Is  that  what  they  do  with  them  ?  " 

unde^'^f^"'    ''^'  ^""^  ^"  ^^"^  "^  ^  ^-y» 

"Great I"  he  exclaimed.    "I'U  have  a  cocktail 
tray  made  for  my  den." 

h*n5ffj.wl.^**  the  puritan  grandmother  whose 
handiwork  this  was  had  righteous  cause  to  turn  fa 
her  g«ve,  but  the  thought  did  not  prevent  her  from 
^g  to  sell  other  samplers  for  the  same  puiW 
^fh?w^^  whose  favorite  proverb  was  "ModesTy 
«  Ae  Handmaid  of  Vh-tue"  could  not  be  expected  to 
g^P  the  overwhelming  scope  of  Woman's  Renais- 
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^•ta  masculine  invasion  broke  and  melted  awai 
at  Sophies  return,  and  a  sedate  procession  of  ok 
ladies  began  to  peer  and  finger  and  admire 
"But  they  don't  buy,"  said  Sheila. 

"Never  mind,"  Sophie  consoled.  "They'U  adver 
tise." 

The  visitors  grew  in  number  and  lessened  in  age 
From  noon  till  one  o'clock  the  room  was  crowded 
with  women.  But  these  too  came  merely  to  look^ 
Then  the  caU  of  hunger  thinned  their  ranks,  anj 
presentiy  there  remained  only  three  who  suddenly 

^^t    "if  ^^^^  ^'  ^^  '^^^  '^^  abreast.         i 
They  U   think  it  over   during  hmcheon,"  saidi 
bophie.       Get  something   to  eat  yourself  and  be 
ready  for  them." 

The  returning  tide  set  in  a  Uttle  before  two  and  J 
half  an  hour  later,  the  tables  were  hemmed  about  like ! 
ba/gain  counters  in  a  Christmas  rush.    Seen  from 

From  Sheila's  pomt  of  view  it  had  the  air  of  a  museum 
where  even  admission  was  free.  Once  again  there 
was  the  semblance  rather  than  the  substance  of  pros- 
penty  No  spendthrift  frenzy,  no  shopping  madness, 
^ed  her  visitors.  One  of  the  morning's  illers  aft?; 
lon«  dehberatign  ^ected  H  dozen  napkins.    Another, 
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more  extravagant,  bought  a  tea  cloth.    Then  lured 
by  motor  rides,  the  bathing  beach,  bridge,  v^ri^da 
gossip,  aestas,  and  the  evening's  ^rep^aiiTSes 
^ey  ebbed  away,  and  four  o'clock  ^w  oKS 
and^Sophie  putting  to  rights  their  disorder^  s^' 

SonW  ^'tT  rr  ^^  ""^  y°"  ^^^^  now,"  said 

^^hit'^K    ir^  "^1"'  ^S^  ^«'  ^o^e'  hour! 
though  Its  hardly  worth  our  while  to  keep  open.'' 
The  gurl's  eyes  filled.  *^ 

"Have  we  failed?" 

"Failed?    What  a  question!    Of  course  we  havent. 
V^en  you  consider  that  our  beUwether  has  strayed 

tocS^^de^^''''^"^-    "^  <^^'t  know  we  had  one 
"There's  always  a  beUwether.    Here  at  the  Graf- 
ton Its  name  is  Mrs.  T.  Spencer  WitherstK)on     J^^ 
why  she  should  be  the  local  lawgiver  iZ'iJZ 
bu^  she  IS,  and  she  has  gone  yachting  for  the  day 
To-morrow  if  she  isn't  too  sunburned  or  stiU^adJk' 

Whether  she  does  or  not,  these  things  will  sell  but 
a^urchase  or  two  on  her  part  mighf  slZ^  Z 

•,'^nf-  !?u*  ?^  P°^'^  °"^  ^«  redoubtable  Udy 

-irge^t  ^t.r  ^  --^^  ^-  thi 

;;Why,^it's  White  Flannels !"  gasped  Sheila. 
;;^at  boy  with  her.    He  was  my  first  customer." 
Dought  the  sampler  for  a  cocktaU  tray  ? " 
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u^^''U^\.^^  round-eyed  across  the  tabb 
matifhetelisherl    It  may  spoU  eveiything!"^ 

nS^     """^       '^**  *^**P  ""^^  »°"^ '^^  tell 

The  upshot  proved  them  both  wide  of  the  mark 

Wten  the  queen  regnant  entered  the  showroom  next 

day,  the  pnnce  royal  bore  her  company.    Theyca^ 

early,  ahnost  among  the  first,  a^  J,  whUe  the  mtS 
tor^on  made  a  critical  inspection  of  the  tST^ 
White  FhumeW  unaided  eyes  dogged  SheiT 

I  showed  her  that  sampler,"  he  confided,  when^ 

the  arnval  o^  other  visitors  gave  him  a  chW.  "Si 
was  a  fool  thing  to  do."  vu«ate.      «, 

''Was  it?    I  hope  she  didn't  disapprove?" 
j^^Disapprove?    I  should  say  not.    She  kept  it 

^IX^^^r'"'^''''^'^^'^^^-    "I've  still 
^"None  of  them  would  mean  the  same  to  me,"  he 

Mrs  T  Spencer  Witherspoon's  authoritative  voice 

"  1%  ^T^'^""^'"^  ^^  ^°^y  fi'^8  response. 

Ill  take  this,  and  this  and  this,"  she  amiounced. 

"Your  thmgs  are  exquisite."  ""««-«*. 

Never  were  words  more  welcome  or  more  eloquent. 
S.l-^  f  T^»i^  tP^^^-    ^^  ^^^"I  heard!'  His 

Sr-^f '  ^  p?'  f""^''  '^y^^  ^^  fro°» 

When  Sophie  came,  she  came  to  stay  and  tofl, 

wWch^wr?^  "^'T  r\^<^-o^  the'sandwichS 
which  were  the  only  lunch  they  had  time  to  snatch 
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"But  I'd  have  dropped  in  my  tracks  rather  fl,«» 

tlung  bey<md  Florida  that  you  want  Z,'^    7' 

^J.         T  *"^  "**'■  ""1  "O"  I  ran." 
Shala  was  reluctant  to  build  such  hoo«  ™  «,. 

leaded  Sophe  had  allowed  herseU  to  dieam     1^ 

^.offonune.    Sh'^fSrlt^oiT^": 
Deing  above  human  weariness  an/i  A;a^  ^"*=fgy.  a 

pain  ^^  weanness  and  discouragement  and 

off  to^kTt  i:^. '""« ■""'"  ^'  °^«'-  '«»«W  her 
**A  driving  trade  —  Glory  be  f " 
But  what  for?    Is  this  a  fair?" 
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"No,  Molly;  a  business."  She  handed  a  customer 
her  change.  "Of  my  own.  Excuse  me  a  minute, 
4eax,  while  I  serve  that  woman  who's  flagging  me 
with  a  dresser  scarf.  YouTl  find  Miss  Perrin  over 
there  among  the  table  linens.  She'll  be  delighted  to 
see  you." 

Sheila  lost  sight  of  her  for  an  interval  and  then 
found  her  waiting,  aU  eagerness,  at  her  side. 

"Want  another  saleswoman?"  she  queried.  "I'd 
like  awfully  to  help." 

Sheila  squeezed  her  fingers. 

"You  always  were  a  brick,"  she  said.    "Pitch  in." 

Presently  she  met  Sophie  at  the  cash  register. 

"Molly  looked  petrified  at  finding  me  here,"  she 
said,  "  but  I  didn't  explain.    What  did  you  tell  her  ?  " 

"That  you  were  trying  an  experiment  in  self- 
support." 

"She  asked  no  questions?" 

"No.    She  only  said  she  envied  you." 

Whereupon  Molly  joined  them. 

"I've  made  a  sale!"  she  announced,  flushed  with 
-excitement.  "An  actual,  honest-to-goodness  sale! 
Let  me  have  five  dollars  back  from  this  ten.  And  do 
show  me  how  you  work  the  keys  of  this  thing.  Looks 
a  cross  between  a  typewriter  and  a  doll's  piano, 
doesn't  it?  I  want  to  learn  all  the  ropes  while  I 
have  the  chance.  It's  perfectly  thrilling  to  be  doing 
something  practical.  And  such  fun !  I've  helped  at 
bazaars,  of  course,  but  that  was  simply  robbery. 
This  is  real  business,  and  it's  wonderful." 

She  was  still  intoxicated  with  the  wonder  of  it 
when  the  final  customer,  who  chanced  to  be  her  cus- 
tomer^  went  her  way,  and  came  dandng  across  the 
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room  to  the  window  seat  where  her  friends  had 
dropped. 

"  I  feel  alive  at  last,"  she  said.  "  U  you  only  knew 
how  I've  longed  to  do  some  real  work.  I  begged 
father  to  let  me  go  to  England  and  join  the  Red 
Cross  when  one  of  my  friends  sailed  a  month  ago, 
but  he  wouldn't  hear  to  it.  And  he  wouldn't  hear  to 
my  starting  a  tea  room  with  another  friend,  though 
I  had  an  original  idea  for  it,  something  that's  never 
been  tried.  But  he  might  let  me  go  in  with  you, 
Sheila.  You've  proved  what  a  girl  can  do.  Why 
can't  we  get  together  and  carry  out  both  our  plans? 
I^d  love  to  be  in  business  with  you.  Don't  smile! 
I'm  serious.  I  .wouldn't  take  it  up  as  a  fad  and  then 
drop  it  for  another  fad." 

"I'm  sure  you  wouldn't,"  said  Sheila.  "But  you 
might  for  a  husband." 

"What  nonsense !  I  don't  expect  to  marry.  And, 
even  if  I  should,  I  trust  I'U  still  have  a  mind  of  my 
own.  You  are  imder  no  one's  thumb.  You  haven't 
let  a  husband  stand  in  the  way  of  —  of — "  She 
stopped,  entangled,  and  then  with  a  wave  of  color 
demanded :  "Why  should  a  woman  change  her  nature 
with  her  name?" 

Sophie  Perrin  roused. 

"My  brain  isn't  equal  to  that  riddle  just  now," 
she  said.  "Let's  brace  ourselves  with  a  swim.  I 
can  loan  you  a  bathing  suit,  Mcily,  if  you  haven't 
one  with  you.  But  perhaps  you're  going  on  at  once  ? 
I  haven't  had  time  to  ask  where  you  came  from  or 
whither  you're  bound." 

"I'm  motoring  back  from  the  Berkshires.  A 
breakdown  delayed  us  so  long  this  morning  that  we 
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dedded  to  stop  at  the  Grafton.    I  hoped  I'd  find  vou 
•tm  here." 
"Are  any  of  your  family  with  you?" 
"Only  Stoughton,"  she  replied.    "I  suppose  he's 
wondering  what  has  become  of  me." 

Sheila  no  longer  felt  a  dynamo  of  energy,  but  she 
got  nimbly  to  her  feet. 

"Some  one  will  be  wondering  what  has  become  of 
me,"  she  said  to  Sophie.  "I  think  I'll  go  to  the  sani- 
tarium while  you  swim."  Then,  meeting  Molly's 
puzzled  eyes:  "My  father  is  here,  convalescing  from 
an  accident,"  she  explained.  "I  give  him  every 
minute  I  can." 

Climbing  the  winding  road,  she  told  herself  that 
she  had  merely  postponed  the  inevitable.    Of  course 
Molly  suspected  that  her  marriage  had  turned  out 
badly.    Her  slip  of  the  tongue  had  betrayed  her. 
Why  hide  the  truth  now?    Why,  on  the  instant  she 
learned  that  Stoughton  was  here,  had  she  invoked  the 
•heltering  excuse  of  her  father's  injury?    Was  it 
toyalty  to  Tom  who  had  forfeited  her  loyalty?    Was 
it  consideration  for  Roger  Ballantine?    Or,  to  be 
candid,  was  it  mistrust  of  the  one  she  knew  best  of 
all?    Questions  easier  to  put  than  answer.    She  could 
not  give  a  frank  yes  or  no  to  any  of  the  three.    She 
could  only  feel  the  force  of  the  impulse  on  which  she 
had  acted. 
Joe's  gaze  tried  her  with  its  fond  solicitude. 
"You  look  all  in,  honey,"  he  greeted  her.    "When 
you  told  me  that  you  were  going  to  q)end  the  day  with 
Miss  Perrin,  I  thought  it  would  do  you  a  hei^  of  good. 
Was  it  a  bum  picnic?    Didn't  you  enjoy  yourself?" 
"Indeed  I  did,"  she  said  m  all  sincerity.    "But  it 
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wasn't  a  picnic  in  tht  sense  you  meaa.    I'vt  been 
helping  with  some  work  that  had  to  be  done." 

"What  kind  of  work?" 

"I  can't  tell  you  yet.    It's  a  seaet" 

"Even  from  jne?" 

"Even  from  you,  Daddy  Joe." 

"Is  the  job  finished?" 

"No." 

"Will  to-morrow  wind  it  up?" 

"To-morrow  is  Sunday.  But  you  mustn't  tfk 
questions." 

"AU  right,"  he  assented.  "But,  whatever  it  wa», 
it's  taken  the  starch  out  of  you,  and  you  shouldn  t 
have  topped  it  oflf  by  coming  up  here." 

"As  if  I'd  miss  coming!"  s^  said  gayly.  "I'm 
going  to  have  dinner  with  you,  if  they'll  let  me,  and 
spend  the  whole  evening." 

He  beamed  at  the  idea  and,  by  and  by,  when  a  tray 
came  for  each  of  them,  wove  a  fabric  of  make-be- 
lieve around  the  simple  meal.  Beef  broth  became 
turtle,  roast  mutton  changed  to  venison,  plain  spring 
water  turned  to  champagne.  He  called  for  speeches 
from  guests  of  high  distinction  and  supplied  his  no- 
tables with  apt  gestures  and  remarks.  Theodore 
Roosevelt  expounded  the  state  of  the  nation,  Chauncey 
Depew  produced  his  favorite  jests,  De  Wolf  Hopper 
consented  to  recite  "Casey  at  the  Bat."  And,  every 
now  and  then,  the  toastmaster  would  inquire  "Are 
we  downhearted?"  and  the  celebrities  with  one 
voice  would  stoutly  answer  "No!" 

"There's  a  bunch  of  big  guns  who'd  have  been 
tickled  foolish  to  come,"  said  Daddy  Joe,  "but  I 
believe  in  keying  my  little  dinners  seiecL" 
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He  made  her  leave  before  she  wished,  but  the  hour 
was  late  enough,  she  thought,  to  warrant  her  going 
straight  to  her  room  when  she  reached  the  hotel. 
Vary  likely  Molly  would  be  paying  a  bedtime  call  on 
Miss  Perrin  next  door,  but  there  was  nothing  to 
dread  in  a  chat  with  her.  Dread!  Of  what  was  she 
afraid?  Why  should  she  shun  Stoughton  Louns- 
bury?  It  had  been  stupid  of  her  to  keep  away. 
She  should  have  gone  back  for  dinner,  met  him 
naturally,  put  a  smiling  face  on  the  present,  and 
ignored  the  past.  To-morrow  must  rectify  to-night's 
blimder. 

Spurred  to  this  saner  course,  she  walked  swiftly 
down  the  avenue  of  pines  that  led  from  the  sanitarium 
to  the  high  road.  White  globes  of  light  capped  the 
gateposts  where  the  pines  ended  and  dazzled  her 
with  their  glare.  Outside  the  radius  all  was  inky 
blackness.  She  did  not  see  him  till  he  loomed  at  her 
very  side. 

"I  thought  you'd  never  come.  Sheila." 

"You  I" 

Gone  the  cahn  greeting,  the  worldly  poise,  which 
were  to  set  formal  bounds  between  them.  No  school- 
girl, she  felt,  could  have  blurted  out  her  surprise 
more  awkwardly.  No  schoolgirl  could  have  faced 
him  more  blankly  as  he  held  fast  both  her  hands  and 
searched  her  eyes. 

"God  knows  I  didn't  mean  to  pounce  out  on  you 
like  a  bandit,"  he  said.  "But  I've  waited  I  don't 
know  how  long  — it  seems  years  —  listening  for 
your  step,  seeing  your  face  in  every  shadow.  I've 
been  starving  for  a  sight  of  you,  dear.  When  I  heard 
to-night  that  you  were  here,  that  perhaps  I  had  thu 
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rj^t— "  A  movement  of  her  captive  fingers  checked 
him,  but  he  would  not  let  her  go.  "Sheila I  You 
know  I  worship  you.  Don't  put  me  off  as  you  did 
Molly.  Is  It  true  that  you  have  left  Ballantine  — 
that  you're  free?" 

She  looked  at  him  an  instant  and  then,  for  lack  of 
words  kind  enough,  slowly  shook  her  head. 

"Are  you  answering  both  my  questions?" 

"Please!"  she  entreated.  "You  make  me  so 
unhappy  —  so  ashamed." 

"Ashamed?" 

"I  ought  to  have  stopped  you  —  somehow  —  from 
canng.  I  never  realized  that  you  cared  as  much  as 
this." 

^^  "But  you  haven't  been  to  blame,"  he  said  quickly. 
"You  shan't  reproach  yourself.  Loving  you  has 
been  the  finest  thing  in  my  life  — it  always  wiU  be. 
It  isn  t  something  I  can  uproot  and  forget.  It  only 
grows  stronger.  I  can't  — I  won't  —  believe  that 
I  ve  lost  you." 

"What  are  you  saying?" 

"  Only  what  I  feel  I've  now  the  right  to  say.  Your 
marriage  was  a  mistake.  You've  found  out  that  it 
was  a  mistake.  You  wouldn't  be  here,  starting  a 
busmess  for  yourself,  if  things  were  aU  right  between 
you  and  Ballantine.  U  you  haven't  broken  with 
him  you're  on  the  verge  of  it.  You've  learned  that 
his  love  isn't  the  ynd  that  lasts.  But  mine  is.  You 
won't  doubt  that  now.  Come  to  me,  Sheila.  You 
can  love  me  if  you  will." 

If  she  would  I  Facing  her  there,  aU  ardor  and 
adoration,  he  stirred  a  deeper  feeling  than  pity  No 
normal  woman  thinks  coldly  of  any  man  who  has 


I-'  •! 


!  =  :' 
'11' 


J      ill 

i      ']    f 


jiMm 


3M 


dtdred  her  above  otlier  wttaen.  Her  heart  dedicatei 
a  ottner  to  hit  memoix,  a  niche  if  not  p  shrJne.  And, 
iilice  April,  Sheihi  had  not  thought  cokUy  of  this 
lover.  She  granted  all  hie  virtuee,  saw  no  flaw.  Had 
he  been  the  first  to  plead,  who  could  say  that  he  would 
have  pleaded  in  vain?  Not  the.  But  he  had  not 
been  the  first  She  had  given  herself  to  another, 
given  herself  joyously.  April  was  a  paler  memory 
than  June. 

"Speak  to  me.  Sheila  I  Tall  mt  that  my  chance 
has  come  at  last?" 

"But  I  cannot." 

"Cannot?  Do  you  mean  that  it  is  to6  soon  — 
that  I  must  be  patient?" 

She  meant  something  far  different,  a  verity  which 
only  now  shone  clear  of  the  mists  which  had  veiled 
and  distorted  it  till  she  had  been  ready  to  believe  it  a 
mirage. 

"I  love  my  husband,"  she  answered. 

He  dropped  her  hands. 

"Forgive  me,"  he  said  unsteadily.  "I  thought  — 
but  you  know  what  I  thought.  I  can  only  apologi2e. 
I  do  apologize." 

Side  by  side  they  passed  down  the  dark  road.  T  • 
Sheila  it  stretched  like  a  penitential  way  without 
reward  or  hope  of  reward  at  its  weary  end.  But  it 
was  not  for  herself  that  she  grieved. 

"I'm  not  worth  it,  Stou^ton,"  she  said.  "You 
have  never  really  known  me,  you  and  Molly.  I  don't 
belong  in  your  world.  I'm  Just  another  Cinderella, 
as  you  might  havi  luessed  that  night  at  Sherry's. 
I  was  a  clerk  in  a  Jiallantine  and  H^  shop  when  I 
aatTftt.'* 


Be  stopped  abruptly. 

"Why  do  you  tell  me  tUf?** 

"To  open  your  eyet.  I  want  you  to  lee  that  the 
girl  you  love  and  the  girl  I  am  are  not  the  tame." 

"But  you  can't.  They  are  the  lame.  What  doM 
it  matter  to  me  that  you  once  clerked  in  a  itora?" 

"It  would  matter  if  I  bore  your  name.  Sooner  or 
later  every  one  would  know  the  whole  itory." 

"Every  one  might  know." 

"It  would  make  a  difference." 

"  Not  to  me.  Nothing  a  few  snobs  might  say  could 
change  my  feelings  toward  you.  Nothing  you  can 
say  will  change  them.  When  I  kissed  you  that  day, 
I  knew  that  you  were  the  one  woman.  It  was  only 
a  stolen  kiss  to  you  —  I  see  that  now  —  but  to  me 
it  was  a  revelation.  You  can't  take  that  away  from 
me.  You  can't  make  yourself  less  precious  in  my 
eyes.  It's  you,  just  as  you  are  —  true  as  steel,  every 
inch  a  thoroughbred  —  that  I  love."  He  gazed  at 
her  a  moment  in  the  dim  starlight.  "And  always 
shall,"  he  added  with  the  solemnity  of  a  vow.  "I'll 
never  stop  wanting  you,  never  stop  hoping  that  my 
hour  will  come." 

They  went  on  in  silence,  rounded  the  last  hill,  and 
looked  down  on  the  thousand  and  one  lights  of  the 
hotel.  The  station  omnibus  overtook  them  in  the 
grounds,  clattered  on  ahead  into  the  forecourt,  and 
discharged  a  single  passenger  who,  instead  of  follow- 
ing his  luggage  indoors,  turned  and  came  toward 
them. 

"It's  Tom,"  she  said,  with  a  catch  in  her  voice. 
"Tom  I" 

Her  companion  started  and  then,  with  upflung  head 
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and  unwtverinc  syw   wtlked  on.    But  it  wu 
choleric  boy  who  sat  ihem. 

"I've  come,  Shei  a,"  he  taid,  and  gravely  kiss 
her  and  offered  Lotni^^bury  hb  hand.  "Are  y 
•topping  here  too.  * 

Stoughton  wept  Kuhg:^  the  ancient  rite  with  ii 
passive  face. 

"Only  for  the  n^gii- , '  ho  answered. 


CHAPTER  THIRTY 

Theik  eyes  followed  him  across  the  court,  lost  him 
in  a  doorway,  and  came  back  to  each  other. 

"I  can't  say  what  I  want  to  say  in  this  place, 
Sheila.    Take  me  to  your  room." 

She  hesitated  and  then,  without  speaking,  led  the 
way  through  the  lobby  to  her  salesroom .  Toir  looked 
round  him  with  a  quick  flush  as  she  turned  on  the 
lights  and  closed  the  door. 

"  This  is  where  you  — " 

"Where  I've  made  goot!,"  she  said  quietly.  "Sit 
down,  Tom." 

He  remained  standing. 

"Oh,  see  here,"  he  blurted  out.  "I've  been  a  cad, 
and  that's  all  theic  is  of  it." 

She  looked  at  him  a  moment. 

"You  are  partly  right,"  she  said.  "But  that  isn't 
all  there  is  of  it." 

"Don't  meet  me  in  that  spirit.  I've  been  through 
hell." 

"So  have  I.  But  I've  struggled  out  of  it  —  with- 
out your  lifting  a  finger  to  help  —  and  I'm  going  to 
stay  out,  Tom." 

"Sheila I"  he  appealed.  "For  God's  sake  don't 
talk  like  that  I  I  don't  deserve  to  have  you  loo*,  at 
me,  but  —  oh,  it's  been  unbearable.    I  can't  live 
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without  you.  I  came  home  to  tell  you  this,  to  as! 
you  to  forgive  me.  I  knew  nothing  of  your  ba< 
news,  nothing  of  this  busmess  scheme  of  yours,  till  : 
reached  New  York  this  afternoon.  I  was  on  my  wa] 
to  you  when  I  heard  these  things  from  father.  He'l 
tell  you  so  if  my  word  won't  sujfice." 
"I  don't  doubt  your  word." 
"Then  be  kind.  Think  of  all  we've  been  to  ead 
other." 

"I  do,"  she  said.    "But  by  'aU'  I  mean  'all. 
You  are  asking  me  to  remember  only  the  happj 
moments." 
"They're  the  only  ones  that  count" 
"No.    The  others  count  too.    I  can't  forget  them, 
and  I  won't  go  through  any  more  like  *hmm     I'd 
rather  make  my  own  way." 
"Than  live  with  me!" 

"Than  live  with  any  one  who  distrusts  me.  I'm 
not  a  saint.  I  deceived  you  about  my  father.  But 
the  deception  harmed  me  far  more  than  it  did  you 
—  cost  me  far  more.  It  made  you  think  me  a  fraud 
all  through." 
"Sheila—" 

"No  — listen!  I'm  not  bringing  this  up  to  re- 
proach you.  I  don't  feel  bitter  toward  you.  I  have 
put  myself  in  your  place  oftener  than  you  realize. 
Perhaps  in  your  place  I'd  have  thought  as  you  did. 
But  what  matters  now  is  that  you  had  those  thoughts. 
You  can't  btot  them  out  You've  had  them,  and 
you'll  have  them  agam.  They'll  always  stand  be- 
tween us." 

"No,"  he  declared.  "They'll  draw  as  together. 
I'll  nev«r  distrust  you  again." 
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**Don't  promise  the  impossible.    You  can't  know  " 
*I  do  know.    I  know  because  I'm  a  changed  man. 
I  have  proved  it  to-night." 
"To-night?" 

,  "^®^-J"?t  °o^-out  there  in  the  court.  I 
didn  t  go  up  m  the  air  when  I  found  Lounsbury  with 
you.    Have  I  even  asked  you  what  he's  doing  here?" 

"Not  yet." 

Tom,  the  regenerate,  swallowed. 

"You  say  that  to  try  me  out,"  he  returned.  " But 
I  m  past  all  that  hot-headed  folly,  Sheila.  Keep  him 
for  a  fnend  if  you  like.  Go  on  with  this  business  if 
you  hke.    But  don't  stop  loving  me." 

"I  haven't,"  she  said. 

"You  darling  1 "    He  strode  toward  her. 

"But  we're  better  off  apart  — " 

He  advanced  mute  arguments  to  the  contrary 

Time  sped. 

^'* Where  is  your  room?"  he  asked  at  length. 

"Three  floors  up  —  next  door  to  Miss  Perrin's  " 

"H-mn  I"  he  said.    "Well,  we'U  slip  in  quietly." 
We!" 

"Certainly." 

"But  you  can't,  dear." 

"Can't  what?" 

"Use  my  room.    Haven't  I  explained  that  Tm 
here  as  Miss  Moore?" 

"Ye  Godsl"    he  ejaculated.    "Boston  all  over 
agami" 

"I'm  sorry." 

"Why,  it's  pr.      ;erous— » 

"Isn't  it?" 

"We've  only  )ust  told  each  other  that  we'd  let 
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nothing  separate  us.  Are  we  going  back  on  our  won 
—  our  sacred  promise?" 

"One  night  won't  matter  so  much." 

"One  night  I  We  may  be  here  for  weeks.  It  al 
depends  on  your  father." 

They  gazed  down  the  appalling  gulf. 

"But  we  needn't  stay  at  the  Grafton  after  my  sali 
ends,"  she  said,  brightening.  "We'll  go  to  anothe: 
hotel." 

"There  isn't  another." 

"There  must  be." 

"A  decent  one,  I  mean.  Not  within  miles  of  th( 
sanitarium.    I  know  this  whole  shore." 

His  reply  prompted  a  startling  thought. 

"Wouldn't  it  be  dreadful  if  they  couldn't  give  yoi 
a  room  of  any  sort  to-night ! "  she  exclaimed.  "Thii 
place  is  always  jammed  over  Sunday.  Last  week  the] 
turned  people  away." 

"They  won't  turn  me  away." 

"But  what  can  you  do  if  there  isn't  a  room  to  h 
had?" 

Tom  straightened 

"Do  I"  he  said.  "Tell  them  you're  my  wife  anc 
be  done  with  it.  I'm  past  caring  what  anybod] 
thinks." 

Their  relations  were  not  destined  to  puzzle  th( 
Grafton.  As  they  returned  from  th';  sanitarium  oi 
the  morrow,  Tom  was  handed  a  telegram  from  hi; 
mother.  Roger  Ballantine  was  ill.  The  messagi 
said  no  more  than  this,  but  the  papers  they  snatche( 
as  they  boarded  their  train  gave  brief  details.  Lat( 
yesterday  he  had  had  an  apoplectic  seizure  at  hi 
office  and  been  taken  to  his  city  home. 
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Tom  stared  at  her  with  self-accusing  eyes. 

"If  I'd  only  realized  —  stayed  with  him  a  little 
longer  I  But  how  could  I  know?  He  looked  as  well 
as  you  or  I.  But  I  ought  to  have  waited,  not  rushed 
off  as  I  did.  He  must  have  lain  there  till  the  watch- 
man came.  All  the  force  had  gone.  Why  didn't  I 
wait  ?    Why  haven't  I  been  a  better  son  ?  " 

She  blanched  with  a  sickening  fear.  Had  they 
quarreled  there  in  the  deserted  offices?  Was  Tom 
crushed  by  a  remorse  which  would  haunt  him  aU  his 
days?  Did  he  believe  that  some  word  of  his,  his 
conduct,  had  brought  this  tragedy  to  pass?  The 
halting  phrases  with  which  she  strove  to  comfort  him 
sounded  meaningless.  They  were  a  cruel  mockery  if 
what  she  feared  was  true.  Yet  she  dared  not  question 
him. 

Three  hours  of  this  I  Then  the  terminal,  busy  with 
its  own  concerns;  the  careless  dty;  the  great  gray 
house.  A  somber  stiUness  wrapped  the  cold  mag- 
nificence of  the  hall.  The  linen  coverings,  like  cere- 
ments and  trappings  of  woe,  made  all  things  mournful. 
It  seemed  as  if  the  whole  lordly  pile  had  become  a 
mausoleum  for  Roger  Ballantine. 

Ben  let  them  in  — the  human  Ben,  with  red- 
rimmed  lids  and  twitching  mouth. 

"My  father?" 

"Sleeping,  they  say,  Mr.  Tom.  I've  just  come  in 
from  the  country." 

She  waited  in  the  shrouded  twilight  of  the  drawing 
room  while  Tom  hurried  in  search  of  his  mother. 
She  would  have  gone  with  him  had  he  asked  her,  but 
she  could  not  go  unasked.  Even  now  she  did  not 
fed  one  of  them,  privileged  to  share  the  common 
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grief.  Mw.  Ballantine  might  resent  her  sympathy. 
The  link  between  them  was  broken.  Her  steadfast 
champion  could  no  longer  impose  his  will.  What  a 
tower  of  strength  had  fallen  I  Thfa  room,  the  dim 
library  beyond,  all  the  hushed  house  was  quick  with 
reminders  of  his  sheltering  kindness,  his  great-hearted 
love.    She  wept  for  him  as  if  he  were  already  dead. 

Tom  came. 

"You've  seen  him?" 

"  For  a  moment.    He  wants  us  both." 

She  passed  to  the  simple  room  which,  in  sickness 
or  in  health,  Roger  Ballantine  had  found  suflSdent 
for  Ms  needs.  He  did  not  stir  as  she  entered,  but  his 
eyes  lighted  and,  when  she  bent  and  kissed  him,  he 
smiled. 

"Don't  you  pull  a  long  face,  daughter,"  he  greeted 
her.  "I'm  counting  on  you  to  break  up  the  gloom. 
Draw  up  a  chair.    I  want  to  tell  you  something." 

"But  you  must  rest  now,"  she  said.  "The  nurse 
told  me  so  at  the  door." 

"Tune  enough  for  that  by  and  by,"  he  replied 
slowly.  "Sit  close  so  I  can  see  you  and  hold  your 
hand.  No  —  the  other  side.  My  right  arm  is  out 
of  commission  to-day.  There  I "  He  gave  her  face 
a  fond  scrutiny  and  glanced  past  her  at  Tom.  "You 
two  have  made  it  up?" 

"Yes,"  she  said.    "Last  night." 

"Did  it  take  long?" 

"Not  very." 

"I  thought  it  wouldn't.  That's  what  brought  him 
back,  SheUa.    All  the  way." 

"I  know." 

"All  the  way,"  he  repeated.    "He  didn't  need  any 
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lectures  from  me.  He  didn't  get  any.  But  I  showed 
him  Sophie's  wire,  and  I  was  glad  I  had  it  to  show.  I 
wanted  you  to  succeed  —  wanted  it  for  his  sake  as 
much  as  yours.  It'll  be  a  wholesome  thing  for  him 
to  remember  when  you  dash  again." 

"But  we  won't,"  she  said.  "We  need  each  other. 
Both  of  us  see  it  now." 

"Yes,"  he  assented.  "But  I  want  Tom  here  to  go 
on  seeing  it.  I  want  him  to  realize  that,  if  he  isn't 
good  to  you,  somebody  else  is  waiting  for  the  chance. 
I  want  you  to  feel  as  independent  as  if  you  were  my 
own  child,  and  he  some  other  man's  son.  And  so  you 
shall.  Sheila.    I'm  going  to  fill  that  hope  chest  again." 

"Oh,"  she  cried,  "don't  speak  as  if—" 

"As  if  I  knew  what  the  rest  of  you  know?"  he 
said.  "Why  not?  I  suppose  I'll  get  better  of  this 
attack  —  even  to-day  my  head  feels  clear ;  but  I'm 
not  fool  enough  to  believe  that  I  can  get  well.  I've 
had  my  warning  to  set  my  house  in  order.  I've  had 
others  —  not  so  strong,  but  warnings.  It's  two 
months  now  since  I  made  my  will.  I've  left  you  money 
—  plenty  of  it.  I  want  you  to  have  friends  and,  if 
you  have  money,  you'll  always  have  friends.  But 
you'll  get  that  when  the  others  get  theirs.  It  hasn't 
anything  to  do  with  what  is  going  into  the  hope  chest 
now.  This  is  only  what  I'd  have  spent  on  you  if 
you'd  been  here  always.    I  wish  you  had,  my  de.ar." 

"I  couldn't  love  you  more,"  she  said,  choking  back 
a  sob. 

"  Nor  I  you.  I  took  to  you  the  night  you  came  here 
first  —  a  scared  little  bride  —  and  you've  gone  on 
winding  yourself  round  my  heart  ever  since."  J^e 
lost  himself  in  thought  a  moment.    "  I  always  wanted 
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a  daughter/'  he  went  on.  "Not  because  I  didn't 
care  for  Tom.  I  wanted  a  girl  too  —  some  one  I 
could  pet  and  maybe  spoil  a  little."  He  paused  and 
looked  at  his  son.  "I  couldn't  risk  it  with  a  boy. 
You  know  that,  don't  you,  Tom?" 

"Yes,"  he  said  brokenly.  "And  I  know  that  I've 
never  tried  to  save  you  worry  —  never  stopped  to 
think  that  you'd  like  a  little  afifection.  I've  just 
gone  my  own  way.  Sheila  has  given  you  something 
that  the  rest  of  us  haven't.    I  see  that  clearly  now." 

His  father  smiled. 

"You'd  make  a  poor  witness  in  a  lawsuit,"  he  said. 
"All  I  wanted  was  a  plain  yes."  He  closed  his  eyes. 
"Perhaps  I'd  better  mind  the  nurse  and  sleep." 

They  turned  to  steal  from  the  room. 

"Sheib?" 

"Yes." 

"Ever  think  of  the  time  we  went  blackfishing?" 

"Often,"  she  repUed. 

"So  do  I,"  he  said  drowsily.  "It  came  home  to 
me  then  what  a  lot  I'd  missed." 
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